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" Just 4 orders daily for my super comfort shoes will make 
the down payment for you...and you can easily pay 
the balance with the profits I'll show you how to make! 


At last... even in your spare time. . . you can start a business that makes money 

230 fast...so fast it can put you in a 1960 car of your choice in one short month! 
Here’s how: At our expense, we'll set you up in a profitable Mason ‘“‘Shoe Store” 

° business. You need no previous experience... don’t invest a dime! James Kelly 
di fferent styles tried our offer and made $93.55 in just one evening's friendly work! Yes, everyone 
wants exciting, Nationally Advertised Mason Shoes. That’s why you pocket 

steady cash profits, enjoy easy repeat sales, big money... plus monthly bonus 


checks and rich prizes! 

YOUR OWN BUSINESS! 
It’s easy, because you run this “Store” from home. Just show the hundreds of Mason Shoe 
and Jacket styles to friends, relatives, people at work ...and take their orders! It’s so 
CONVENIENT for your customers! You have no inventory ...no overhead expenses 
-.. yet you keep 100% of the profit! 


Mason Shoes SELL FAST! 
You'll offer over 230 styles for men and women... featuring foamy soft air-cushion 
innersoles .. . every shoe so comfortable they almost sell themselves for dress, work, sport 
wear. You'll have no problem fitting people, because you draw on our stock of over 250,000 
pairs .. . sizes from 214 to 15, widths from AAAA to EEEE. Your customers are delighted. 
Remember, Mason Shoes aren’t sold by stores... folks must buy these Nationally 


Advertised Shoes from you. 

FREE SELLING KIT! 
The moment we receive the coupon below, we’ll rush your complete Business Outfit FREE 
and postpaid! You'll receive a powerful Outfit showing the full Mason line in color; a 
dramatic 10-second Air Cushion demonstrator; ‘“‘thow-to-make-money” Booklet; special 
measuring board; National ad reprints... Good-Will Gifts... everything you need to 
start making big money your very first hour! 


START SELLING NOW! 
Stop dreaming about that new car... now you can own it by rushing this coupon to us 
at once! Just 4 easy orders a day will easily give you enough profit in one month to make 
the down payment—and your profits in this exciting business should soon pay for the car 
and many other luxuries besides! 






















Styles for Women! 
Satisfy almost every 
taste! Many comfort 

features. Low-heeled, 
high-heeled, casuals, 
service shoes, 

latest styles! 


t dress, sport styles! 
last word in styling! § 
Many fine, unusual \ 
ers. Cool Nylon Mesh 
styles, mocassins, 
2-tones and 
Cush-N-Crepe 
soled shoes! 


kinds of work shoes! 
tyle for every trade! 
cial Neoprene, Cork, 
hion soles, heels... 
lated work shoes... 
on Safety Toe Shoes! 


Mail the coupon today! 





MR. NED MASON, Dept. G-348 
Mason Shoe Manufacturing Co. 
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 
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Bi +210: canernce 
Pretty as a picture... that’s 
nee in this newest of 

derick'’s popularity pro- 
ducer! ee da night. 
Acet. 
or Emerald. Sizes 10 to.18. 


El +2029 vamrine wee 

Bosom-building bust. Shimme 
ing rayon acetate taille 
has boned bust, slits in front 
to reveal barely enough leg. 
Back lunges to lovely low 
depths too, with dramatic nny 
of grosgrain. A henrago 
front and back. Biack, Red ot 

foauaes. Sizes io to 18. 
$19.99 


ic] #2047 ARNEL VINE 
Scooped neck glamour in soft- 
est, clinging Arnel jersey. 
Hundreds of permanent, tiny 
pleats ficw and ripple with 
oy syne Huge Cavalier 
leeves drape your arms +. 

Matched contour belt, elasti- OF HOLLYWOOD 
cized waist for wasp-waist. A 
perfect traveler. ..washes-and 
drip dries in a wink. Heaven 
Blue, Black, Coral or White. 
Sizes 8 to 18. $12.99 





Pi +200 vce-cicntru 
Catch the eye you want in this 
bosom-beautifying satin figure 
hugger! Elastic inset at bust- 
line. Rayon and Acetate Satin. 
Red, Black, White. Sizes 8 to 
20. $12.98 


@. #570 «TROPIC ToRCK 
bron g Mandarin Oriental 
= ta and acetate x PLEATED 
mandarin collar trimmed with ag j 7 ARNEL 

oriental braid. jet Black, 5 
nese White. Si 
Size 7-15 of 


of cr 
original in sores satin and 
lon sheer. White, Black. 
Slees 32 to 38A,8,C. $3.90 


#3488 =POINTET /f , ae if YOU'RE NOT 


Stitched, 4-section cup comes (is . 4 COMPLETELY 
right out and helps you UP \ SATISFIED 
front. Acetate rayon satin ‘ 

overlay urges you to the point. , 7 ae, , 1 

Cotton and acetate. Two cups ‘ 4 x \ 

keep you separate. White. Oa Cas 


Sizes 32 to 36 A, 32 to 38 B 
and C 2 FOR $5.95 


Bi}+2423 nour cass 
Cinch your waist and round out 
your hips (secret padding 
courtesy you and Frederick's) 
and trim your tummy —till you 
look your loveliest. White, 
oe Waist Sizes 24 to 32 
inches. $8.99 
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#3277 «TWO-TIMER 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
ld is fit into miracu- 
lously shaped pockets on hip 
and derriere. Knitted nylon 
Powerflex. Black or White. 
Waist sizes 22 in to 30 in. 
$12.99 
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irt t over satin, = ag 
a dips ps almost at danger ou 


wnite, 
fame ned. 8 Black. Electric 
Blue. Sizes 8 to 20. $17.99 


0 #3218 HIP ENHANCER 
lemarkable foam rubber pads 
— round you out to feminine 
loveliness. Wonderful for heavy 
lower thighs, too. Knitted Ray- 
on Acetate Powerfiex, Remov- 
able garters. White, Black 
Waist Sizes 22 inch to 30 
inch. $8.99 


#3437 =SITZAPPEAL 


Slim a 
ss 
that built in paddin 
day sitti * 
acetate-rubber, nyion elastic. PADDED 
Waite. 22 inch to 30 jock j HIP @ 
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FASHION CATALOG 
WITH YOUR ORDER 
OR SEND 25 FOR 
CURRENT ISSUE . 
$0c FOR 18-MONTH 





























OSE PAYMENT (Add 35< Postoge) each item 
€O.0 (NOC.0D. without $1.00 deposit on each item) 





SUBSCRIPTION 





(2 EE EE eee ce ee me ee 


PA 
Mir ADDED EVERY PENNY REFUNDED If NOT 





WOMAN TO WOMAN 
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YOUR QUESTIONS 
ANSWERED ABOUT 
INTERNAL SANITARY 
PROTECTION 


Q. Js internal protection a new idea? 


A. It may surprise you to learn that it isn’t! 
Modern women of every era, as far back 
as ancient Rome, have used various 
methods of internal protection. But it 
wasn’t until a doctor invented Tampax 
a little more than 25 years ago that in- 
ternal protection became truly safe and 
sanitary; easy and practical for all 
women to use. 


Can you bathe while wearing Tampax? 


- Emphatically yes! Because Tampax® 
cannot absorb water from the outside 
and remains in place for full protection 
during showers, tub baths or swimming. 
This is an advantage of internal sani- 
tary protection. It lets you do every- 
thing you normally do. Lets you be 
your own sweet self—fresh, neatly 
groomed at all times. You feel so free, 
cool and comfortable, you’re scarcely 
aware it’s your time of month! 


Q. Can unmarried girls use Tampax? 


> 


> 


. Of course! Remember Tampax was 
invented by a doctor for the benefit of 
all women, married or single. This 
means that Tampax serves its purpose 
of absorption safely and comfortably. 
When inserted correctly, Tampax is un- 
felt and perfectly secure. While wearing 
[ampax you can feel free to engage in 
even the most strenuous sports. 


” 
_— 


Is internal protection really adequate? 


> ¢ 


. In most cases yes, depending upon how 
frequently it is changed. The very prin- 
of internal sanitary protection 
makes it fully adequate to use from the 
very first day. You’ll find Tampax in 
three different absorbencies to fit every 
individual need; Regular, Super, and 
Junior. Many women use different ab- 
sorbencies on different days to insure 
the right protection at all times. 


ciple 


1 trial sample of Tampax (in plain wrap- 
per) will be mailed to you on request, together 
with our free booklet on menstruation facts 
and advice. Just send 10c to Department 
HH, Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Cover Photo of Toni Evans 
By William Lanier 


Tan’s September cover girl is 18-year- 
old Toni Evans, a Los Angeles City 
College student. 
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EDITOR 


June Issue Scores 





Thank you for your uncompromising por- 
trait of the man in your article, “Miles Davis, 
Mean Man Of Music,” in the June issue of 
Tan. Now I know why he plays like he does. 
Now I know what to listen for. Most times we 
tend to make a pretty and unreal picture of 
celebrities, and others, and to apologize for 
them. Thanks again for a wonderful article, 
and for letting us see the real Miles. 


D. S. 
Chicago 


I always enjoy reading TAN Magazine, and 
the June issue was one of the best I’ve seen. I 
liked all the stories, especially “Driven By 
Jealousy,” and “Old Man’s Darling, Young 
Man’s Fool.” Let’s have more stories like these. 


Jackie Taylor 
Tulsa, Okla. 


I have been a reader of TAN Magazine for 
many years, and was so impressed by “Old 
Man’s Darling, Young Man’s Fool” in the June 
issue, that I thought I would write to let you 
know how very much I enjoyed reading it. 

Please keep sending these wonderful mag- 
azines out and my friends and I shall always be 
your most “sincere friends.” 


(Miss) Pansy Montgomery 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I’ve just finished reading your June issue of 
Tan today, I really enjoyed it. It was the 
fourth one I have read. Now I am a fan of 
Tan Magazine and shall never miss another. 

All the stories were wonderful. Keep up the 
good work. I also enjoyed the article, “Can 
Our Love Be Wrong?” 


Mary L. Chester 
Fort Pierce, Fla. 


I’m Eloise Darden, 17 years of age. I read 
your magazine every month. My opinion is, it’s 
the most wonderful book I’ve ever read. All the 
stories you publish are just terrific. I always 
read them all, and I enjoy them very much. 


Miss Eloise Darden 
Corpus Christi, Texas 














Bonnie McEachin, successful business 
woman and owner of the Plaza Hotel, 
Norfolk, Virginia, is here shown in 
her own exquisitely furnished home. 
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Lovely Lakeview Manor home looks out 
over the beautiful Lafayette River. 


Vaseline 


WHITE PETROLEUM JECU’ 


Vaseline 


TRADE MARK ® 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


More people depend on pure ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly than any other dressing on earth 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-PONDO'S INC. 
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| would like very much for you to publish 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 17 
ears of age, have dark brown hair, medium 
own eyes, and light brown complexion. My 
hobbies are dancing, rock ’n’ roll and modern 
JaZZ 
| would love to correspond with young men 
from all over the world between the ages of 18 
Sandra Browne 

4105 Cambridge St. 

Philadelphia 4, Pa. 


| am an ardent reader of TAN Magazine and 

hink it’s the greatest. | do hope you will enter 
my name in the Pen Pal section. 

[ am an engineering drafting student, 25 

ears of age, 6/144”, weight 169 lbs. Would 

ike to hear from sports and spiritual minded 

rls between 19 and 25 years of age. I am 
resently employed as die caster. 

Johnny Johnson 

1819 W. Santa Barbara 

Los Angeles 62, Calif. 


| would appreciate it very much if you would 
t my name and address in your Pen Pals 
umn 

| am 22 years old, 5’4”, weigh 122 lbs. I have 

black hair, dark brown eyes and medium 

brown complexion. My hobbies are music, 

ports and dancing. I would like to correspond 

with young men between the ages of 23 to 30 
irs old. 

Ella Ruth Perkins 

1713 Jones St. 

Jackson, Miss. 


| am like a regular reader of the TaN Mag- 
azine and | must say, each edition is saying 
omething else. I’m putting this scribe into 
motion because I would like to have my name 
published in the Pen Pals section. 

I'm like, 22 years of age, speaking from a 


height of 59”. I have black hair and eyes like 
brown with a matching tan complexion. I’m 
strictly on the modern music scene, like in my 


world the progressive sounds are the ones to be 

like to have Pen Pals of both sexes. My 

purpose is to acquaint myself with new 
rroundings by meeting new friends. 

Robert Robinson 

165 St. Anns Ave.—Apt. 6-B 

Bronx 56, N. Y. 


| am a regular reader of Tan Magazine 
ind would like very much for my name to 
ippear in the Pen Pal section. I am 18 years 
Id 7%” tall, have dark brown hair and 
medium brown complexion. 
| would like to correspond with girls and 
boys between the ages of 17 to 26. I like to 
lance, play records and skate. All letters will 
answered and I will exchange photos. 
Judythe Collins 
252 9th St., N.E. 
Washington 3, D. C. 


| am a regular reader of TAN and would 
like to have my name published in the Pen 
Pal columns. I am 19 years old, 5/11” tall, 


8) 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


have brown eyes, black hair, with a medium 
brown complexion. My hobbies are writing let- 
ters, collecting records, and basketball. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world between the ages of 
16 and 21 regardless of race, creed or color. 
I will answer all letters and will be glad to 


exchange photos. 
Ronald Shelton 


2911 W. Lanvale St. 
Baltimore 16, Md. 


I would be very grateful if you could pub- 
lish my name in the Pen Pal column of your 
magazine, which I enjoy reading. 

I am 19 years old, and would like to cor- 
respond with boys and girls between the ages 
of 20 to 27. My complexion is dark, and I am 
5 ft. tall, weighing only 98 lbs. I am a student 
dispenser at a hospital. 

I will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Diane Morales 

10, Cox Street 

Port Maria, P.O. 

St. Mary, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am serving in the United States Marine 
Corps, stationed at Camp Lejeune, North Caro- 
lina. I have been enjoying TAN Magazine for 
many years, and by doing so have influenced 
others also. 

I am 20 years old, 59%”, have brown com- 
plexion and weigh 151 lbs. I would like to cor- 
respond with young ladies or men, regardless 
of race, nationality, etc. This includes foreign 
countries also. I enjoy reading, dancing, sing- 
ing and many sports. I shall answer all letters. 

Cloyd McAllister 
D-1-2-2 F.M.F. 
Camp Lejeune, N. C. 


I read Tan quite often, and I wish you 
would enter my name in your Pen Pals section. 
I am 17 years old and a senior in high 
school. I have brown hair, brown eyes, light 
brown complexion, am 5’2” tall, weigh 136 lbs., 
and my measurements are 36-24-36. | like all 
kinds of sports, especially baseball. I also like 
to dance, listen to all kinds of music, cook and 
swim. 
I will try to answer all letters, and exchange 
photos if requested. 
Gwendolyn J. Lomax 
1240 Hornsby Ave. 
Norfolk 13, Va. 


I am a 32 year old Indian (Asia) working in 
this place, and would very much like to have 
some pen pals from different countries and spe- 
cially from America. 

I am 5’7” tall, weigh 165 lbs; complexion 
brown. My interests are photography, stamp 
collecting, reading, movies, travelling corres- 
pondence, etc. I would like to hear from ladies 
between the ages of 25 and 35. All letters will 
be answered and photos exchanged. 

Best wishes for our TAN. 

N. S. Rajan 


Post Box 1503 
Kuwait, 
Arabian Gulf 


| am a reader of Tan Magazine, and would 
be very pleased if you would place my name in 
your Pen Pal columns. I am 24 years old, 5’9”, 
have medium brown complexion and _ black 
hair, and am considered very pleasant. My hob- 
bies are reading, writing and listening to good 
music. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 24 and 40. I will answer 
all letters and exchange photos. 

Miss Irene Gamble 
523 West 143rd Street 
New York 31, N. Y. 


I am a regular reader of TAN and would 
like to have my name published in the Pen 
Pal columns. 

I am 17 years old, 6’ tall, weigh 155 lbs. 
have dark hair and medium brown complexion. 
My hobbies are reading, dancing, writing and 
modern jazz. I would like to correspond with 
boys and girls (prefer girls) between the ages 
of 16 to 20. All letters will be answered, and 


will exchange photos. 
Walter Ray Medlock 
520A East Lake St. 
Ennis, Tex. 


| am an ardent reader of TAN, and I espe- 

cially enjoy the Pen Pal column, in which | 
would like to be included. 

I am 19 years old, 55”, and weigh 125 lbs. 

I have black hair and a tan complexion. I am 

attending Contra Costa College and taking a 

pre-nursing course. I would like to correspond 

with young men and women between 20 and 

25. My interests in life are general. | will 

answer all letters and exchange photos when 

wanted. 

LaVerne E. Boozer 

2249 Spaulding Ave. 

Berkeley, Calif. 


I would appreciate very much if you could 
enter my name in your Pen Pal columns. | 
have written a few persons listed in the col 
umn, and to my great disappointment, no one 
has answered me. 

| am 16 years old and a junior in high 
school. My name is Jessica Nielsen. I hope | 
will be more fortunate this time. Age, creed 
and race makes no difference. Thank you in 
advance. 

Jessica Nielsen 
P. O. Box 611 
Frederiksted, St. Croix 
Virgin Islands 


I would like to be entered in your Pen Pal 
section. | am a constant reader of TAN Mag- 
azine and | find it to be an invaluable mag- 
azine with many interesting articles. 

I am 18 years old, 5’44%4”, have light brown 
complexion, black hair and dark brown eyes. | 
would like to correspond with girls and boys 
all over the world. I will answer all letters and 
exchange photos. My hobbies include dancing, 
collecting records, different shades of lipstick 
and nail polish. I also like all kinds of outdoor 
sports activities. 

Doris C. Brown 
x 
Fremont, N. C 
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By EVE LYNNE 


EAR EVE: 

I have been going with a very nice 
boy (he’s nice to me, but has a reputa- 
tion for being bad) for one year. My 
mother doesn’t approve of it, because she 
thinks he’s making a fool of me. 

We've gone all the way a few times, 



























it, I’m crazy about the guy. I love him. 
He says he loves me very much, and I 
believe him, but he says he doesn’t want 
to get married. 

Now, the big problem is, he went with 
another girl two years ago, and I have 
reasons to believe he’s still seeing her. 
When I make him angry, he says he’s 
going to see her. We’ve broken up three 
times, but he always calls and says he’s 
sorry. I would appreciate whatever ad- 
vice you can give me. Should I go with 
him? 

M. B. 
Dear M. B.: 

The big problem is not the other girl, 
it’s the “nice” boy. Do you really want 
someone to reassure you that your 
mother is right, or don’t you know it for 
yourself? Break up a fourth time, and 
for good. 


Dear Eve: 

I am married and have four girls. My 
husband and I were very happy, but sud- 
denly he seems to have changed over 
night. I think one of his friends is caus- 
ing him to treat me coldly. Every time 
my husband is satisfied to stay home and 
have a quiet evening with me, this man 


always happens to drop in and find any 
excuse to take him away. It’s not that I 
expect him to stay home with me all of 
the time, but although I’m no young 
bride, I’m still alive. 

One reason I won’t beg for love is be- 
cause my husband once told me to let 
him make the first move, that was a 
man’s iob. So please tell me, should I ask 


him if he wants a divorce? I love him, 


but I would be willing to let him go if 
that would make him happy. Please help 
me, our marriage hangs by a thread. 

R. L. 
Dear R. L.: 

Perhaps you hold too tightly. Let him 
breathe—let him have a night with the 
boys, cheerfully. And put that divorce 
business out of your mind. (P.S. Women 
were emancipated quite some time ago— 
you can make the “first move.” ) 


Dear Eve: 

I am seventeen years old. Why can’t 
I drink and smoke and stay out late at 
night? 

J. W. 

Dear J. W.: 

Probably because your parents have 
too much sense to let you. 





Married women 
are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marnage problems 


What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 

And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They’re greaseless 
and they keep in any climate. 

Now available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 


Tested by doctors... 
trusted by women.. . 


proved in hospital clinics 






FEMININE SUPPOSITORIES 


oi 


Norforms 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 
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FREE informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-09 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 
in a plain envelope. 





(PLEASE PRINT) 








POORER OEE H EERE THEE EH EEE EEE E EEE EE EEE HEH ERED 

























































the main 
attraction 
with... 















LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN 


| it’s so easy to have a lovely, glow- 

1g complexion! Try this: use Black 

and White Bleaching Cream as directed 

and see your skin take on a lighter, 
yhter, smoother look. 


[ts bleaching action works effectively 

side your skin. Modern science knows 
1.0 faster way of lightening skin. Be 
sure to start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream this very day. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


434, 65#. 


BLACK = ano WHITE 
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BLEACHING CREAM 





Be aDetective 


Make Secret Investigations 
Big Money. Work home or travel. 
ascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


e first time science has found a 
ling substance with the astonishing 
shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
ithout surgery. 
after case, while gently relieving 
ial reduction (shrinkage) took place. 
amazing of all—results were so 
that sufferers made astonishing 
s like “Piles have ceased to be a 





secret is a new healing substance 

)yne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
nstitute. 

substance is now available in sup- 

vr ointment form under the name 

n H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 

ey back guarantee.  sreg. U.S. Pat. Off. 

































Sonny Stitt 


Dakota Staton 


| pela STATON SINGS BALLADS AND THE BLUES/Dakota Staton (Cap- i 

itol) ; the unmistakable imprint of this stylist is branded on each of the offer- | 
ings in this package, but while Dakota almost always manages to sound exciting, she 
somehow fails to motivate the bluesy vein, or exhibit the “soul” style of the true blues 
singer. Her offering of Romance In The Dark, for instance, on Side One, comes 
nowhere near generating the combustive spark that ignited blues-loving Americans 
back in the Forties when the late Lil Green sang so plaintively of love with the lights 
out. 

Someone To Watch Over Me, another Side One presentation, does induce a posi- 
tive reaction, and My One And Only Love sounds nice. Love Me is a well-belted 
swinger also on this side. 

Things pick up on Side Two, with all of the songs having merit, and seemingly a 
higher quotient of the soul factor. The best are probably My Babe, a swinging blues. 
and /’ll Know, a soft ballad. Others on the side are: Where Flamingos Fly, Time 
Was, Come Home and Seems Like You Just Don’t Care. 

Rounding out Side One are: | Need Your Love So Bad and Why Don’t You Think 
Things Over. 

BURNIN’/Sonny Stitt (Argo) : While this album seems to offer nothing particularly 


new or exceptional in interpretation, it nevertheless presents several listenable tunes 





worth mentioning. 

Side One, for instance, boasts Lover Man, a good standard with fine expression; 
Reed And A-Half, which is full of swing, and the ever-pleasurable How High The 
Moon. 

On Side Two, a lot of style and spirit is packed into the catchy jump tune /’s 
Hipper Than That, and Stitt’s mellow saxophone creates a mood of pleasure on 
Easy Livin’. 
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WILD RIVER 


Working thoughtfully and with a sure hand from a piercing script by Paul 
Osborn, which was in turn based on two novels, Elia Kazan has made an exceptional 
motion picture in Wild River, a searchingly honest and disturbingly frank film about 
how the Tennessee Valley Authority changed the lives of a whole community during 
the early ’30s. 

A 20th Century-Fox release, Wild 
River, presents with soaring beauty and 
in ugly realism the story of what hap- 
pens when a northern TVA representa- 
tive (Montgomery Clift) goes to a small 
Tennessee town on government business 
and has to face local resistance to his 
efforts to clear people off land situated 
in the way of a dam-building project. 

The idealistic TVA man stirs up the 
bigots when he wants to pay Negro labor 
the same scale as white. He provokes 
the implacable opposition of 80-year-old 
Ella Garth (Jo Van Fleet), who resolute- 
ly refuses to move from the land on 
which she was born. He also falls in love 
with her widowed grand-daughter, por- 
trayed by Lee Remick. 

This impressive film takes 115 minutes to tell a startling tragic story. Negro actor 
Robert Earl Jones portrays a loyal tenant farmer with restraint and dignity. As a 
brutal glimpse into the South’s treatment of poor Negroes, Wild River is courage- 
ously on the side of truth and human decency. 


‘STRANGERS WHEN WE MEET’ 


If you think you may be guilty one day of a wee bit of philandering, don’t fail to 
see Strangers When We Meet. The 
Columbia screen play by Evan Hunter, 
based on his novel of the same name, 
has the most unusual explanation for 
alleged rape ever offered by a defiled 
lady. The lady is the beautiful, sultry, 
provocative Kim Novak, who as Mar- 
garet Gault upsets the placid suburban 
life of architect Larry Coe, played by 
Kirk Douglas. 

Strangers When We Meet is a study in 
infidelity, an intimate, emotion-packed 
story of Larry and Margaret, married, 
but not to each other. They fall in love. 
So strong is their illicit passion that 
both forget moral obligations to their respective mates—Eve (Barbara Rush) and 
Ken (John Bryant). Ken, an inhibited, preoccupied executive fails to meet the 
demands of his highly-sexed wife, and devoted Eve, so ambitious for her husband’s 
success, is slow to suspect that another woman and not a mountain-top house being 
built for a playboy author is responsible for Larry’s late hours. 

In the time of crisis, however, Eve’s utter helplessness when faced with the ruin 
of her love and home proves to be her strongest weapon. Ernie Kovacs, as the author, 
is at his zany best, creating highlights of wit and humor. 
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Infidelity in the Suburbs 
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Longer hair may now be yours 


...nere is you 
=Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like looK! 










»* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 






Coe Ae 


Bea 
Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a promi t location wherever you are accustomed to buy your hair prepara- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN 
display box. And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter 
will enthusiastically recommend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout 
for it the very next time you visit your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN  ~iust send 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15c for postage) to: 
SUPREME PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 5, Illinois. 
We'll ship your New RAVEEN to you at once, postpaid. We'll ship C.0.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers-i your wholesaler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some 
in at once. 


Money Back Guarantee_-you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN ... or 
send the unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the 
store where you bought it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME PRODUCTS CO. « 624 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago 5, Ill. 
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N DETROIT, MICH., Charles Shears, 59, was jailed for carrying a torch for his 
estranged wife, Carrie, too far—he carried it into the house and set the place afire. 





* * B 


In Atlanta, Ga., a fruit stand dealer reported a drop in theft losses after he posted 
a sign over his wares proclaiming: “If you steal one. steal the biggest one, because 


the judge will give you just as much time for stealing a little one.” 
* * * 


In Cincinnati, Ohio, Mrs. Geraldine Ann Goerl was granted a divorce from her 
husband, Glenn, after she told a judge that, among other things, he shoved a bouquet 
of roses, stems first, down her throat. 


% & * 


In Vicksburg, Miss., Samuel Scott, 72, obliged when a ferry boat attendant asked 
him to move his car up a bit to make room for another auto, had to be rescued from 
10 feet of water when his brakes failed and his car plummeted overboard. 


* * * 


In Madelia, Minn., police surmised that a band of thieves must have thrown quite 
a party with the loot they stole, which included: two cases of beer, eight glasses, 
nuts, potato chips and three bottles of headache pills. 


~ * nn 


In Jackson, N. C., 56-year-old Tom Butcher heard a judge’s offer of leniency in his 
sentencing if Butcher promised not to assault his wife again, replied truthfully: “I 
can’t promise that. A man has to whip his wife once in a while to show her who’s 


boss around the house.” The judge suspended sentence. 


* * * 


In Dallas, Texas, a fashionable matron decided to advertise for a new maid after 
she called police to see about getting her old maid of three years released from jail, 
got the reply: 
dressed in woman’s clothing.” 


“Lady, we have arrested your maid, but ‘she’ turned out to be a man 


7 * * 


In Glendale, Calif., 27-year-old Robert E. 


pretending he had a gun, was arrested a short while later when he returned for a 


Gardner took $80 from a bank by 


second try. Said he: “It was so easy the first time that I was going back for more.” 
* * & 

In Pittsburgh, Pa., arrested for playing poker, six members of Alcoholics Anon- 

ymous explained that they gambled to keep from drinking. 
* 2 * & 

In Muskegon, Mich., Donna Dibble won $850 in settlement of a suit which she 
filed against a swim suit corporation and a dress shop: that’s what she figured it 
was worth for having had a swimsuit she was wearing turn transparent when she 
went into the water. 


* Sod 3h te 
In Worcester, Mass., the Medical News decided that today’s 
from the rules of conduct that guided the physicians of ancient time, printed this 
600-year-old advice: “Do not look lecherously on the patient’s wife, daughters or 


s doctors might benefit 


maid-servants, or kiss them, or fondle their breasts, or whisper to them in corners. 
Such conduct distracts the physician’s mind from his work.” 












TRUST YODORA 


Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 
fortified for protection you can trust. 
Yodora is smooth white. . . specially 
kind to normal 
delicate skin. 
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Glamorous—lInstantly wonderful 


HAIR-DO’S.::. 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...at a price that you con afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You hove choice of shedes; bleck, off-bleck, dork-brown. 
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Half Wig. 3105 
Has curled bang 
in front of nat- 
ural looking port. 
Covers entire 
head. ...... 17.50 
Mixed FRE 22.50 


Braided Side Puffs 
No. 106. Two at- 
tractive clusters 
at the price of 
CBs covrereeee SVS 
Mixed grey 4.95 


CHIGNON. Large 
roll, Has nylon 
net. Only 2.75 
Mixed grey 3.75 
Re wonderful valve 





Write teday for 48 page HUMANIA 
booklet, a Boke collection of new 
hair styles. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO 


DE PT T-9 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10 ON 
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Sammy Davis Jr. falls in love, it is Ew 
almost a guarantee that the sailing will als 
not be smooth and clear. It started with abc 
his first big love, exotic Eartha Kitt, who net 
was romanced by a starry-eyed Sammy | __ ing 
right up to the altar, where she refused pro 
to conform to the traditional “I do,” but | ¢ 
instead came out with an original “It was | got 
all a press agent’s joke.” Sammy re- her 
covered. par 

Since then, Sammy’s love life has been | But 
rough going, right up until the day he | wh 
saw a private screening of the film, “The cho 
Blue Angel,” which starred a tall, blonde pea 
Swede called May Britt. Sammy watched sta! 
the film, and commented on the fact that | — [or 
he would like to meet her. Some time | enc 


later, at a party Sammy gave for Dinah | __ ent 
Washington, a friend brought the lis- ann 
some Miss Britt and introduced her to — blo: 
Sammy, and as he says, “Suddenly we spei 
looked at each other. And then it A 
clicked.” pro 

The “click” was strong enough to re- he 1 


sult in plans for marriage “as soon after : dill 
September 28 as possible”’—the day | abo 


Sammy Davis’ 


ROUGHEST ROMANCE 












“If my career is so flimsy that my May: “I am quite ready to quit filming Sammy: “I don’t care whether our kids are 
e to May might ruin it, then my and become a housewife should it prove black, white, or polka dot—just so long as 
eer isn’t worth much, is it?” impossible to continue. It’s not important.” they call me ‘daddy.’” 
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pore 


in my life. There are going to be race prob- 
lems. Things may be tough at times.” 


Miss Britt’s divorce from law student 
Eward Gregson becomes final. It was 
also strong enough to give her no regrets 
about giving up her career. As she told 
newsmen, “I am quite ready to quit film- 
ing and become a housewife should it 
prove impossible to continue.” 

Sammy’s romance to the 5’7” beauty 
got off to a smooth start when he invited 
her and a group of friends on a yacht 
party which traveled down to Mexico. 
But hardly were they back on dry land 
when the going began to get a little 
choppy. Sammy flew to London to ap- 
pear in the Royal Variety Show, and to 
star at the Pigalle Theatre Restaurant in 
London’s West End. At a press confer- 
ence he had when he arrived, the active 
entertainer set off his bomb by not only 
announcing his engagement to the 
blonde film star, but by being unable to 
speak of anything else. 

Apparently some Londoners didn’t ap- 
prove of Sammy’s feelings, for later, as 
he was leaving the Pigalle Club in Picca- 
dilly after his first show, a group of 
about twenty demonstrators, most of 


7 ‘ . ; os 
May: “I am aware this marriage is a crisis 






























Sammy's wooing of blonde, blue- 
eyed May Britt has brought open 
disapproval from some people in 


the U. S. and in England 













ANESSorail? 


Be owder 


for feminine hygiene 


A 





gill Powder is used for feminine hygiene 


omen everywhere. It assures you of personal 


C35 


lean" refreshing fragrance makes you con- 


ou will not offend. Unlike ‘‘chome-made”’ 


rations, it is effective for many hours. 


ns of Massengill Powder are easy to pre- 
leansing, soothing, non-staining. Recom- 


by doctors and used in hospitals. 


assengill Powder—and be sure. 


MASSENGILL COMPANY, Bristol, Tennessee 
send me (in a plain package) free samples of Massengill Powder. 








ZONE STATE. 











Placards, banners, and 
blaring loudspeakers in 
London have made 
Sammy aware of the 
violence and depth of 


racial prejudice 


them members of Sir Oswald Mosley’s 
British Union Movement, followed Sam- 
my’s car as he left, hurling abuse at him 
through a loudspeaker. More of them 
stood outside the club waving placards 
and banners saying “Sammy Back to the 
Trees, says Mosley” and “Get Divorced 
First, Slag”—slag meaning a white wom- 
an who associates with Negroes. The 
group was led by Ronald Clucas, who 
headed the North Kensington branch, 
and who tried to boycott the Pigalle 
show, shouting, “We have no need for 
half-castes here.” 

Sammy reacted to this by puffing con- 
tinually on a cigarette in his dressing 
room and saying with tears in his eyes, 
“IT never expected anything like this. | 
just cannot understand it,” and later, 
“This could never happen in the U. S.— 
(except) maybe in the South, like Mis- 
sissippi.” 

It is Sammy’s attitude toward mar- 
riage with his blonde fiancée that en- 
raged Clucas, and many others. Clucas 
stated: “If Mr. Davis wants to do his 
race-mongrelising in the States, let him. 
But we do not want it here.” Later, he 
added, “We are protesting in favour of 
an all-white Britain. We do not want any 
more talk of Mr. Davis’ ‘domino chil- 
dren.’ He does not care whether they are 
black, white or dominoed.” This was in 
response to a remark that Sammy had 
made earlier, in which he said: “I don’t 
care whether our kids are black, white, 
or polka dot—just so long as they call 
me daddy.” 

Scarcely had the furor about this epi- 
sode died down when Sammy, back in 
the U. S., attended the Democratic Con- 
vention in Los Angeles where he was to 
join other stars in singing the national 
anthem. When he was introduced on 
stage, he was greeted with loud boos by 
a southern delegation. Sammy was re- 
duced to near-tears. 








Jeering throngs in 
Los Angeles and Nazi 
pickets in Washington 
have added their 
protests to Sammy’s 


affair with May Britt 


His reaction the next day to pickets 
in Washington, D. C., was somewhat 
different. Fifteen U. S. Nazi Party 
“storm troopers” picketed outside Wash- 
ington, D. C.’s Lotus Club, where Sammy 
was appearing. They wore uniforms with 
swastika armbands and carried signs 
saying, “Go back to the Congo, you 
Kosher coon,” and “What’s the matter. 
Sammy, can’t you get a colored girl.” 
They led a black dog which wore a plac- 
ard reading, “I’m black, too, Sammy, 
but I’m not a Jew.” Sammy spoke an- 
grily about this protest of his coming 
marriage: “They don’t bug me (but) it 
certainly doesn’t seem to be any of their 
business. The Constitution is supposed 
to protect other people, too—why aren’t 
the restaurants opened up for colored 
people? It’s a shame it’s all so one- 
sided.” 

He has said of himself, “As a Jewish 
Negro with one eye, I have all the handi- 
caps I can handle.” It appears that, as 
fiancé to a blonde Swede, he has ac- 
quired one more. Earlier Sammy lec- 
tured: “If my career is so flimsy that my 
marriage to May might ruin it, then my 
career isn’t worth much, is it?” 

Sammy’s blue-eyed fiancée has not 
been finding the going particularly 
smooth either. It appears that officials 
at 20th Century-Fox have decided to test 
her earlier statement that if she must, 
she was quite ready to quit films, by not 
renewing her contract with them when 
the option falls due. A spokesman for 
the company said that her contract 
wouldn’t be renewed because “her pic- 
ture ‘The Blue Angel’ didn’t set any 
records at the box office,” yet the de- 
cision came right after her announce- 
ment that she would marry Sammy. Said 
Miss Britt: “This hate can never drive 
us apart. It makes no difference. Love 
cannot laugh (Continued on Page 62) 





He never came near me until... 





I discovered Madinals 
—THEN HE DISCOVERED ME! 


Give romance a chance! Don’t and externally caused pimples. 
let a dull, dark complexion de- Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
prive you of popularity. Don’t cleared, smoother and softer, 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads glowing and glamorous. Friends 
cheat you of charm. Chase away will say you look years younger! 


those bad-complexion blues with Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 


NapI i tt i 
NOLA Bleaching Cream. NOLA acts so positively yet is so 


will improve your skin faster, in antee you will be delighted with 
; ! 
more different ways! its results. There are two types 


Contains wonder-working A-M! of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
This remarkable medicated ingre- and the other for dry skin. Choose 
dient of NADINOLA works deep the type that is right for you. 
down within the skin to brighten Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
and lighten it, combat blackheads NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee: 
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BLEACHING CREAM FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 

; } ; : Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinola 

Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, »-ily. Brightens skin, is earthed with fe 
clearer, lighter and lovelier. eons tne. The @2 aryuent. Zhe to $1.25 
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/ make-up goes on smoother, stays fresh longer” 


Black and White Vanishing 
ym is a joy to use! It’s the 
t make-up base—never oily 
greasy. Make-up goes on 
hly, stays fresh looking for 
It saves me time and 
uble, keeps me looking my best.”’ 


CCaudiaAReed, 


Kansas City, Mo. 
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If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 
© Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Coid 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 





HELP YOUR HEART FUND—HELP YOUR HEART 








Poetry Corner 
MY WORLD OF LOVE 


Within love’s sweet domain I stay, 
Close to my love throughout each 
day, 
Nor do I yearn for paths apart 
Beyond the boundary of his heart 
I need no further world to see 
For I am where I want to be 
Restricted, some might call my 
scene 
They do not know what love can 
mean 
—Mona Deane 


TENDER KISSES 


Once upon some tender kisses 
Two young hearts began to 
sing ; 
And the song was filled with rap- 
ture, 
So much splendor did it bring 


Once upon a magic moment 
All the world seemed bright and 
Bay 
Plans were made and vows were 
taken 


On a joyful wedding day 


Once upon some tears and laugh- 
ter 
Children joined the happy two; 
Making life a thing of gladness 
Wherein golden dreams came 
true 
Once upon an autumn season 
Children left to seek their own 
Wintertime then found the couple 
In a peaceful temperate zone 


Once upon some tender kisses 
Memories entwined among 
Recollections of the bygone 
Made two aging hearts feel 
young 


—Elsie Charl Schaffner 
MY HEART 


I give you all this heart of mine, 
To do with as you please; 
To have and hold, and if you 
choose, 
To tantalize and tease. 


My heart will serve you eagerly, 
Just as you wish to use it; 
But, oh, whatever you may do, 
Darling, don’t ever lose it! 
—Pauline Booker 











Love Came 


i Xevom Betxe we «CoO 


ee pee reese ™ 








Rock wanted to be a boxe 
even more than he wanted to 


be a fiusband. When he finally 


: bay be 





I had this all planned. Just shut the garage door and turn on 
the motor. Then we'd all be safe together, no more hurt or fear 














Now I knew the whole 
score. Pain seemed to 
be tearing down all 
the walls of my body. 


It was always ahead 


of me, there would be 


no end to it until I 
died. There was noth- 
ing left, not even hope. 
But I could see to it 
that my children did 


not suffer as I had... 


HAVE LEARNED TWO IMPORTANT THINGS. I want to write them 

down, if I can, as they came to me and maybe it will help someone as des- 
perate, lonely, and frightened as I was that night when Irene shoved a final tray 
of glasses through the counter window and called to me, “That’s all, Ruby.” 

Marge joined her with another tray. Both of them stood a moment at the 
small opening. “Gawd,” Marge exclaimed, “my feet are killing me and did you 
get an eyeful of that guy? Me, | ain’t got enough troubles yet, a guy has to get 
funny! What a life! A girl might as well be dead!” 

Irene laughed. “Oh, I don’t know. Me, I always say you never know what’s 
just around the corner!” 

Mrs. Podano came into the washroom and the two waitresses took off. | 
hadn’t really listened to them. “Almost one by the clock it is, Ruby,” she re- 
marked. “We close.” Mr. and Mrs. Podano ran The Red Lion. It was a firm, 
unalterable rule that the place closed down at one o’clock on every night but 
Saturday no matter how many customers wanted to linger on. I had worked at 
The Red Lion a long time now. First as a waitress and then when I could no 
longer carry the trays and move around fast, they had given me this dishwash- 
ing job. “So where is Milt?” she asked sharply. “Out with a cigarette, yes?” 
she said as | stammered Milt, who was supposed to help me, had stepped out for 
a breath of fresh air. 

The pain was working its way up through my legs. I tried to lean against the 
edge of the sink to ease it. A glass slipped from my hands back into the soapy 
water. I fished it out and set it on the big rack and then I took the rubber 
tubing, turned on the hot water and sloshed it all over the rack. 

“You went again to the doc, yes?” Mrs. Podano asked me. She stood there 
watching me and the expression on her broad fleshy face was friendly and con- 
cerned. “Not feeling so good, eh, Ruby?” 

I tried to make my voice light. “Who feels good when some doctor pushes 
and punches at you? I’m all right, Mrs. Podano.” 

Maybe there was a grayness across my face and she saw me bracing my 
knees against the sink. She went to the back door and yelled angrily, “Milt!” 
She came back to me. “Ruby, you go home now. That Milt can finish up here. 
Go on, you go home.” 

My work wasn’t finished usually until every last glass was rinsed and put 
away. Ordinarily | might have given her an argument, scared to let her know 
how ill I felt for fear I might lose this job. Tonight, it didn’t matter. I would 
never return here, never wash another dish. Milt came shambling in, his foolish 
grin saying he bore me no grudge as I turned my place at the sink over to him 
and got my jacket from the closet. 

As I went out the back way to where the car stood against the fence and away 
from the front neon lights, I saw Irene and Marge out front. A car pulled up 
and Irene ran quickly and got into it. There was a young man in the car and 
their faces were together as they kissed frankly. The bitterness through me was 
a knife of memory. Rock had once called for me after work just like that. It 
had been on just such a soft, fall night as this that Rock and I had run off to be 
married ... As I stood, the neon lights went out, jerking me back to the present. 

The pain running up my legs and into my thighs was grinding, like hungry, 
cruel teeth clamping on every nerve. “Standing on your feet for hours, Mrs. 
Peters,” the doctor at the Medical Clinic had said to me angrily. “We can’t 
have that!” he had snapped. His snapping hadn’t been at me, I knew. His eyes 
were kind enough as he’d told me to get dressed and wait in another room. 
Another man, someone from the Social Service Welfare Agency, had joined me 
as I’d waited. He had been kind also, asking me lots of questions, making notes, 
writing things down. “We’re going to help you, Mrs. Peters. That’s what we’re 
for, you know. You won’t have to worry about a thing,” his eyes had avoided 
mine, “except getting you in good shape for those X-ray treatments.” 

Oh, I guess they meant it kindly enough, those pleasant agency people. I 
knew exactly how I would be “helped.” I was alone in the world with no one to 
turn to. The agency would take Debbie and Paul away from me to become 
wards of the state. They would be put in some home. I knew all about places 
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Love Came Too Late 


If Rock had gotten a decent job and taken care of 


me and the baby, and if Ihadn’t been concerned 


with my pregnancy, Mom wouldn’t have died 


like that because I’d been in one. They 
would be adequately fed, sheltered and 
clothed, but they would be frightened 
and lost and alone. I would be sent to 
the big hospital they called the City of 
Hope. Only people like me were cared for 
there, people with no hope at all. It was 
not possible to operate on me again. The 
sickness was all through me, eating into 
my blood. Debbie and Paul would vanish 
behind orphanage walls and I would 
never see them again. 

| forced myself across the intervening 
space to where the car stood. When I 
eased myself into the front seat, I looked 
over my shoulder. Debbie and Paul were 
sleeping in the back seat. Debbie’s 
slender body was pressed into the cush- 
ions so that Paul could sleep practically 
in her arms. They didn’t move as I 
leaned over and pulled the blanket up 


around them. They were used to this 
now. My job started at eight o’clock 
each night and every evening I bundled 
them into their pajamas, tucked them in 


the back seat. The Poldanos knew that I 
had taken to bringing my children with 
me, letting them sleep in the car while I 
I couldn’t leave two children 
alone in that back room I'd rented down 
on Davidson Street. 

When I'd first rented the room after 
Laura and Frank had left town for the 
new job Frank had been offered out-of- 
town, my landlady, Mrs. Russell, had 
kept an eye on my children while I was 
at work but, about a month ago, she had 
decided to pay her children a visit out 
in California. I’d hit on the idea of tak- 
ing Debbie and Paul with me, letting 
them sleep in the back seat, making a 


worked 


game of it. 


Mrs. Heath, the social worker who had 


called on me, had been rather shocked 
when I'd been forced to tell her about 
the children. “It was the best thing I 
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could figure out,” I’d told her defen- 
sively. “They’re safe, quite safe.” 

I'd just started to tell her how the 
children were always with me all day, 
when Debbie, whom I’d sent to the cor- 
ner store for some bread, came running 
into the house. She was happily sucking 
on a big lollipop. I could almost see the 
wheels going around in Mrs. Heath’s 
head about how could I spend money 
on lollipops and how they weren’t the 
right food for growing kids. I’d quickly 
questioned Debbie, thinking perhaps the 
man down in the store had given it to 
her, wanting to put that on record. 

But Debbie had piped up in her six- 
year-old voice, about the “nice man” 
who had spoken to her on the street and 
given her the candy. “A real nice man, 
Mommy,” she said earnestly, lifting her 
big brown eyes to my face. “He said did 
I live with my Mommy and | said sure, 
and he give me this.” 

Over my head my eyes caught Mrs. 
Heath’s and I knew both of us had the 
same awful thought. A “nice” man 
stopping a little girl on the street, giving 
her candy. “Believe me, Mrs. Peters,” 
she had said. “Your childen will be well 
taken care of. I know it isn’t easy but 
it’s the best way. I'll make all the ar- 
rangements.” 

Debbie had never known why I'd 
caught her so frantically in my arms, 
nor why I had said a determined “no” 
about her and Paul going to the school- 
yard a couple of blocks away to use the 
swings. 

The arrangements, as Mrs. Heath 
called them, were all made now. When 
I’d told her I would bring the children 
to the agency myself rather than have 
them picked up, she had nodded un- 
derstandingly. “Children get adjusted 
quickly, Mrs. Peters. Maybe if you ex- 
plain to them it’s for a visit?” 


This was our last night together. | 
was to bring them to the agency in the 
morning. She didn’t know that for me 
and Debbie and Paul there would be 
no morning. 

There are two ways to die. The long 
hard way when your body is torn and 
wracked with a pain that will never end 
except with death, and the quick easy 
way of swift release. I was going to take 
that second way and I wasn’t leaving my 
children behind alone in the world . . . 

I started the car and drove slowly. 
There was no hurry now. It was a lovely 
night with millions of stars. Even the 
dingy, shabby section of town seemed 
covered by the veiling, mystic silver of 
moonlight. All of my plans were made. 
All so simple and easy, with no pains for 
any of us. Just Debbie and Paul sleep- 
ing and | would go to sleep with them 
and none of us would ever wake up 
again. 

Although they sometimes do, the doc- 
tor at the clinic hadn’t lied to me, not 
when I’d told him I had to make plans 
for my children. He had looked down 
at my card with its notation of no rela- 
tives or family and whereabouts of hus- 
band unknown and told me the honest 
truth. Six months, a little more or less, 
to live. X-ray treatments might halt the 
cancer eating all through me. In the 
City of Hope I would be cared for as 
they promised my children would be 
cared for in an orphanage. Debbie was 
six and Paul four. How would they ever 
understand me leaving them and never 
coming back? Often Paul had _ night- 
mares. Who would go to him and com- 
fort him awake? We had never been 
separated. Two lonely, frightened chil- 
dren crying for a mommy who had be- 
trayed them and left them alone. 

Oh no. I had made my plans and | 
wasn’t leaving my children alone behind. 
I had grown up in the Wardlow Home 
for Children, one of hundreds locked 
away, looking through lonely eyes at the 
world outside. Flowerbeds were planted 
under the trees on the front law but God 
help the child who picked a flower to 
hold in a beauty-loving hand. Flowers 
were for visitors to admire and exclaim 
wasn’t this a lovely place and weren't 
these children lucky! But there were no 
arms ever to run into and have a hurt or 
bump kissed away. Not my children, | 
thought feverishly. 

Rock hadn’t wanted Debbie and he 


had never known about Paul. On my 
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case history at the medical clinic they 
had written, ““Whereabouts of husband 
unknown.” My hand gripped the wheel. 
It was swollen and cracked from being 
in water so much, and it ached, but that 
was only one small hurt extra. I’d heard 
it said when you were drowning a whole 
lifetime can go by you in a flash. I was 
drowning now; not in water, but in grief 
and despair . 

I had been eight years old when my 
mother, after dad died, had put me in 
the Wardlow Home. Papa had been a 
missionary minister and they were both 
well into middle age when I came along. 
When Papa died, Mom did what she 
could to earn a living. She got a job as 
housekeeper but she had to live in and 
couldn’t take me with her. “Remember, 
Ruby,” she had explained to me in her 
gentle, soft voice, “I am always here 
loving my little girl but for awhile we 
have to live apart.” 

So I knew what a Home was like and 
how a child could feel lost and utterly 
alone in an institution. Crying at night 
with no one to come and comfort you. 
A- bed, a place at the table, food and 
shelter, but what can that mean to a 
frightened child, one among a hundred 
others? Looking through a fence at the 





world outside, not allowed to pick a 
flower because they were in orderly beds 
for visitors to admire. 

But I had had my Mom to come and 
visit me, to kiss and hold me in her arms, 
and in those moments to belong again 
to love. My children would have no one; 
my children who came running to me 
with every little bump to be kissed away 
and who were too young to understand 
why I had to leave them and who would 
grow up without love. I had had my 
Mom and known that some day she and 
I would be together again. 

When I was fifteen, Mom had found 
a job working in Sloan’s Bakery and 
she had rented some furnished rooms 
and taken me out of the Home. Sure, 
we were poor but we were together. 
“God has been good to us,” Mom said 
over and over again. I always had Mom 
to love and know she was there. And 
then I had Rock to love and my heart 
had seemed so full after the lonely years. 

I was big and strong for my age and 
when I was sixteen I persuaded Mom to 
take out my working papers. I got a job 
in one of those Chicken-in-a-Basket 
Drive-Ins and I met Rock there. We 
wore cute little uniforms—short flaring 
skirts, jackets trimmed with gold braid. 


and jaunty caps. I’d been working there 
perhaps a month, thrilled and happy 
with all these new things in my life and 
feeling on tiptoe, ready to rush ahead, 
working long enough to have learned 
the ropes—like flashing a smile at the 
customer who looked good for a real tip 
and spotting the ones who didn’t. That 
afternoon a car jammed with teen-age 
boys had driven up. Town boys, | fig- 
ured, who would want nothing but cokes, 
lots of service with them, and not a tip 
in sight. 

The boy driving had a lot of curly 
black hair and black eyes that seemed 
set in his face with a smudged finger. | 
hooked my tray into place and took out 
my pencil. “What’ll it be, boys,” I said. 

Then the boy and I looked at each 
other and some queer feeling ran right 
down through me. “Five cokes,” I re- 
peated mechanically. When I walked 
back to get them, all the world seemed 
different for no reason I could under- 
stand. Five boys in the car whooping it 
up and yelling things at me and the only 
one I’d seen was Rock. The other boys 
tossed the usual line at me when | 
brought the cokes, but Rock didn’t say 
a word, just watched me as | walked 


away. (Continued on Page 66) 


‘“‘A ring-bum is all you'll ever be!” I shouted. ‘‘ You'll let us 


starve and die! Champ sucker!”’ That’s when Rock hit me, hard 
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I WAS just an eighteen-year-old kid 
when David came out to Croswall to 
be pastor of our church. He was just 
out of divinity school himself, tall and 
young, good looking with a quick smile 
and brown eyes. 

Right from the first everybody liked 
him. But I loved David. It hit me just 
that blunt, and I wasn’t very pretty and 
even after we got to be friends David 
never really noticed me. I guess that was 
why I got so crazy when he told us he 
was going to ask for a replacement so 
he could resign and go back east to con- 
tinue his studies. 

That happened in October on the 
morning of the big storm, David drove 
out to the farm to see if we needed any 
help and while he was talking to my 
brother, Cal, David mentioned his plans 
for leaving. “There’s so much more for 
me to learn,” David said. 

“There’s a lot to do right here.” | said. 

“You hush and mind your own busi- 
ness,” Mom said. She took the coffee pot 
to the table where David and Cal were 
sitting. Scooting the two young kids, 
Billy and Arlene, Mom poured the coffee, 
nodding when David told her he was 
going on to make sure that everybody 
who needed help got it. 

I took a deep breath. My heart was 
thumping like a big drum but all I could 
think of was that, if David were leaving, 
this was my last chance. “David,” I said. 
I saw him look up. Cal and Mom were 
looking at me too but, doing my best to 
make it sound like I only wanted to help, 


I lied to trap David, 
and now that I had 


him that very lie 
came back to haunt 
me, threatening to 


destroy our love 
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The beat of my heart was warm like | 
was on fire, and when I turned to wave 
I saw everything sharp and clear. There 
was Mom, her faded old yellow cotton 
print sagging at the neck line, her grey 
hair straggling. Pressed against her 
skirt, Billy and Arlene were yelling 
goodby. Cal was in the doorway too. 

“So long, Sis,” he yelled. 

I turned quick, afraid Cal would guess 
how I really felt. I put my head down 
against the cold, slashing rain, hurrying 
with David to where he’d left his Jeep 
parked. By the time we'd got in and 
slithered down the muddy drive to the 
road we were both wet, but that was just 
the beginning because before the end of 
the day we were both soaked. 

I knew just visiting people David did 
a lot of good but the real work came late 
after dark when some of the houses on 


the flat below the logging mill got cut off 
by the river. Working with the trucks 
from the mill, David and I helped haul 
furniture and bedding up to the mill 
warehouse. When that was finished, 
David took the Jeep and went over to 
see if everything was all right at the 
church. 

I was shivering and cold by then, but 
I stayed on with the last truck to take 
two kids into town so they could stay 
the night with their grand-parents. On 
the way back, the truck driver dropped 
me off where I could walk up the hill to 
the little house where David lived behind 
the church. 

In the darkness gusts of wind whipped 
the rain, but going up toward where 
David had parked the Jeep by the house 
I didn’t care about the wet or the cold. 
Tears burned in my eyes. I didn’t want 
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this to be the end. I saw David coming 
to meet me. He was leaning against the 
wind, carrying an oil lantern. 

“All the power is off,” he yelled. He 
grabbed my arm. “I’d better get you a 
blanket to wrap up in but we’ve got to 
hurry if I’m going to get you home.” 

I swayed against him. I forgot the 
water and, looking up, the swaying lan- 
tern flickering in my eyes, I saw David 
tall. Rain streamed down my cheeks. | 
felt stubborn. Why shouldn’t I have what 
I wanted? I blinked my eyes and all at 
once I was lying. 

“David,” I said. “The truck driver 
told me the bridge has gone out on the 
county road. You can’t take me home.” 

Saying that took all the nerve I had, 
but when David said we'd better get out 
of the storm while we figured out what to 
do I didn’t have to pretend. I was stiff 


“The longer we stay here, the more chance there 
is of people talking,” David said. “‘I don’t 
care,” I told him. “I care for you,” he said 


and chilled. My clothes were soaked. | 
was shivering and soon as we got inside 
David’s little house behind the church 
he started getting a fire going in the 
sheet iron wood stove. 

When the wood finally caught, he 
closed the stove and looked up at me. 
“We've got to get you out of those wet 
clothes,” he said. He got up, grinning 
and went to his bedroom. When he came 
out with his robe, we both began laugh- 
ing because it was so big. 

“Tt’ll be dry and warm,” David said. 

I just nodded, but when I went to his 
bedroom, stripping out of my wet things, 
rubbing dry with a big towel and slip- 
ping nakedly into the warmth of David’s 
robe, I knew we were both already dif- 
ferent. I felt the strangeness in the slim- 
ness of my legs and after I’d tied the 
robe snug around my slender waist, | 


shook my dark hair loose, combing it 
back from my cheeks, looking at myself 
in the mirror while I touched the curve 
of my mouth with the lipstick I'd 
brought. 

Afterwards, with the storm getting 
worse and worse, I made coffee and pre- 
pared eggs and toast for the two of us. | 
knew for once David was knowing me as 
a person. Sitting by the stove, he talked 
about me but when he told me I was 
pretty, I said, “Nobody ever thought 
that.” 

“Well,” David whispered, “it’s true.” 

Looking up at him, in a crazy kind of 
way I felt I already belonged to David. 
Nothing else mattered and that was why, 
before he could make up his mind to try 
to take me down into town, I pretended 
to be going to sleep. David picked me 
up and carried me to his room. But there, 
with the low yellow glow of the lantern, 
| wouldn’t let him go away from me. 

Moving under his hands, I let the 
robe fall open. I lifted to him, taking his 
hands, pressing them against my naked 
skin. Breathlessly, I pulled him down. 
My mouth searched for his lips. “David,” 
I whispered. 

I kissed giving, yielding and suddenly 
with the shriek of the wind rattling the 
rain against the windows, I knew David 
saying my name. His hands tightened. 





FTERWARDS, ' still 
turned, burrowing my face against 
his shoulder. I breathed his name, lifting 
my hands, touching the tips of my fin- 
gers to his mouth. But David caught my 
wrist. He hunched up, leaning over me. 
His eyes were big and haunted. “Peggy,” 
he whispered. “Oh, God, Peggy, what 
have I done to you?” 

He shook his head, crawling away 


trembling, I 


from me. He breathed harshly, tugging 
the blanket up over me. His hands trem- 
bled. He slipped to the floor, kneeling by 
the bed. He lifted his face. “Oh, Father,” 
he prayed. “Forgive me for this that I 
have done.” 

“David,” I whispered. “Don’t.” I 
turned, moving, reaching for him. Tears 
blurred in my eyes. “Don’t you see?” 
I’m glad, David. I love you.” 

David stared at me. His eyes gleamed 
in the flicker of the lantern. Numbly, he 
said, “Please Peggy, don’t make me 
hate myself.” He waited, motionless on 
his knees, and then finally he whispered, 

(Continued on Page 72) 
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I couldn't tell anybody about the horror I lived 


with. I couldn’t talk about the nights that I lay 


shuddering in the darkness of my unlocked 


room, waiting for the sound of terror at my door 


OSH MARGY, you’re the prettiest 
girl here, and I’m glad you’re my 
happy birthday!” Tom Gruin said. 
he kissed me. The moment his 
mouth covered mine, | got sick 


ind hot and scared all at the same time, 


ibering. I pushed at his chest and 
t at his face when I got free, yell- 
him, 
ave me alone—! Don’t touch me!” 
an from the gym courtyard past 
cational building around back to 
And | didn’t stop running; I 
down one street then the next. / 
u, Tom Gruin! I hate you! | cried 
lark lonely night and I rubbed 


hand over my mouth, hard, to get 
f his kiss, but it didn’t ease the mis- 


i) 


scared, all mixed-up feeling in- 
It was as bad as it ever was 

| started the treatments with Dr. 

Clemens. 

Clemens had convinced me it 

e fun to buy a new formal and go 


unior prom to celebrate my six- 


) birthday that Friday. | believed 


But it wasn’t that simple! The 
ears of fear and hate and loathing 
that my stepfather had caused, 

| up inside me now until | thought 


lid choke. 


nly you hadn’t kissed me. Tom!” 


I mumbled over and over. | was having 
fun. I’d even conquered the first horrible 
squeezy feeling when he put his arms 
around me to dance, but I knew kissing 
was different! It was only the beginning, 
the first part of the other—the embar- 
rassing, humiliating things my stepfather 
did to me, to make the shame and fear 
and hate grow and grow inside me for all 
men, young or old. 

I ran too close to a trash can in the 
alley, and ripped my dress. | looked 
down at the torn nylon ruffle and cried 
harder. [| had been so proud of the dress 
when I bought it especially for Tom so 
he would be proud of me too at the prom. 
I really liked Tom and | was so thrilled 
when he asked me instead of one of the 
senior gifs who had a crush on him, that 
I practically walked on air all that day. 

I had known him ever since Dr. 
Clemens had us move from the house 
across town on Elm Street—she said she 
couldn’t help me unless we got out of the 
house that held so many bad memories. 

Tom was a senior but we had the same 
study hall. I was cured of my complexes 
enough that I could walk and talk in the 
halls with him and I sat beside him in the 
cafeteria a lot, but there was always a 
gang of kids around. | was never alone 
with him. I hadn’t been alone with a 


man or a boy for two years. And | never 
will be again! They’re all nasty—nasty 
—nasty! is what screamed in my head 
while | ran down the streets in the dark. 

But there had only been one man to 
ever hurt me, the man I thought was my 
father. 

] was six when Mom married Clyde 
Bemis and because | was so young and 
had forgotten my real father, I called 
Clyde, Daddy, like she said to, right from 
the first. Mama only knew him two 
months when they got married, She 
worked nights at Douglas Aircraft so she 
could pay off the couple years of big 
doctor bills, and still be home with me 
during the day. Because it was cheap, — 
we lived in the oldest, shabbiest, smelliest 
part of Springfield. Our neighbor, Mrs. — 
Ernst, was big and fat and laughed loud © 
all the time and her house was always 
messy, but she was good and kind and © 
offered to put me to bed nights and look 
in on me until Mama got home at mid- 
night, without charging Mama a cent. 

Clyde was the new milkman on our 
street, that’s how he and Mama met. He 
let kids ride on the truck with him and ~ 
most times he had a little girl sitting 
right up there on the front seat, where 
the sign said NO RIDERS. The mothers ~ 
all thought he was a swell guy, “... and 
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so handsome, too!” Mrs. Ernst said 
every chance she got. Mom said later she 
was flattered when he paid attention to 
her, considering how quiet and plain- 
looking she was. Soon as he found out 
there wasn’t a man in our house, ever, he 
got to coming in and sitting down in the 
kitchen to drink coffee and smoke a 
cigarette, his “break,” he’d call it. He’d 
hold me on his lap. Mama just sat and 
smiled and poured as much coffee as he 
would drink, and she acted so happy be- 
cause he would talk to me so much and 
always had a pack of gum in his white 
jacket pocket for me. 

“I love kids—little girls,” he said 
once, hugging me tight, and when Mama 
said something about it was a shame he 
wasn’t married, him being such a typical 
family man and all—he just laughed, and 
said maybe it was time he got himself a 
family. A nice family like her and me. 

Later, Mama told Dr. Clemens she 
wasn’t thinking about love when she 
married the man who was practically a 
stranger to her. It was more that she 
wanted to get me out of the neighbor- 
hood before | started school. She thought 
with someone else to help with the bills 
she could work days for less money, and 
we could all be home together nights like 
a real family, because ali kids needed a 
family. Mama and her older sister, 
Maud, were reared in an orphanage in 
Columbus and she never had a family of 
her own. Then my real father had been 
a bed invalid most of their married life, 
I guess she was starved for what she 
called normal family life. 








But we didn’t live any different after 
Clyde Bemis moved into our house. 
Mama still worked the night shift. Clyde 
got home three in the afternoon and 
Mama left at four. He gave me my 
supper that Mama cooked during the 
day, then he gave me my bath and put 
me to bed. 

Mrs. Ernst had taught me to do most 
everything for myself months ago, and 
I tried to tell him so, but he wouldn’t 
pay any attention. He would just smile 
that odd way he had that only his mouth 
stretched while saliva drooled from the 
corners of it and his eyes stared big and 
round and cold at me and he would say 
something about “Daddy is supposed to 
do things for his little girl—that’s what 
Daddy’s are for!” 

And because | didn’t know anything 
about where kids got their fathers, what 
they did or didn’t do for their little girls, 
I took it for granted what he said was 
right. I did know you weren’t ever sup- 
posed to sass back your parents, or doubt 
anything they did or told you to do. 
Besides, he would hold me so tight his 
fingers would hurt on my arms, while he 
talked to me after I would try to make 
him see I could serve myself my supper, 
take my own bath, and get undressed by 
myself. 

He was big and strong and sometimes 
when he held my arm I’d grit my teeth, 
and wait to hear the bones crunch—and 
I'd wonder how I would look going to 
school in September with an arm that 
hung from my dress with the bone all 
mashed up. I’d make myself giggle so I 
would forget how awful it hurt. 

I didn’t ask for them, but he brought 
me home a new comic book every day, 
and Mama acted like he was something 
special because he read me to sleep every 
night, and I never had the nerve to speak 
up and tell her how I hated him there 
on my bed! I hated it because he always 
fooled around with his hands, and when 
I tried to pull away he would just keep 
right on reading as if he didn’t notice, 
or he would reach out and hold me tight 
with his big hard hand. Or he would say, 
“Lay still Margy, honey,” then he would 
tell me things the boogy man and ghosts 
did to little girls who weren’t “nice” to 
their Daddies. 

Like I said, I didn’t know any differ- 
ent, so I would lay there quiet and try to 
concentrate on the story in the comic to 
keep from thinking about the scary 
things he would tell me first. 


And that’s the way things went on 
until one night I was almost nine. 

We had been talking in school about 
brushing our teeth, keeping our bodies 
and clothes clean, and the 
sounded as if she took it for granted us 
second graders could do this stuff for 
ourselves. I decided right then and there 
from now on I would! I hurried home 
to have time to talk to Mama before she 
went to work. I told her I was old 
enough to take my bath and get to bed 
without Clyde’s help, and I didn’t want 
him to read to me any more at night, 


teacher 


either, so he wouldn’t have to come to 
my room. 


She looked so surprised and started in 


again about how Daddy loved me and . 


liked to take care of me so she could 
work and they could save money so 
someday we could buy a nice house with 
a big yard— 

“Thelma’s mother doesn’t allow her to 
even undress in front of her brother or 
take a bath with him because he’s not 
a girl!” I said quick, remembering how 
Thelma called me stupid when I said I 
didn’t see why girls and boys had sepa- 
rate bathrooms at school, then she had 
whispered about how nasty it was for 
boys to look at girls, undressed, and I 
felt boys included Daddies. 

“.. . But he’s your Daddy, Margy— 
that’s different. You’re a lucky little 
girl,” she said, “to have somebody care 
enough to see you’re clean and get to bed 
on time and who wants to bother to read 
to you instead of just listen to the radio 
and watch TV like Mr. Ernst does all 
the time.” Then she turned back to pack 
her lunch box for work, saying some- 
thing about them teaching us kids silly 
things in school, about ‘false modesty’ 
and Thelma’s mother being just as bad 
as the school, and I knew I’d have to find 
my own way to convince Clyde I didn’t 
need his help any more, starting that 
night. 


I WAS STILL setting the table and 

Mama was on the porch waiting for 
her ride when the call came from Colum- 
bus, saying my Aunt Maud was sick. 
Mama promised to get the next bus up 
there, then she hung up and started to 
rush around to have a bag packed the 
minute Clyde got home so he could drive 
her to the depot, while I watched for her 
ride, to give the message she wouldn’t 
be at work for a couple of days. 

She was there when Clyde pulled into 


the yard. She was so nervous and upset 
about Aunt Maud she almost forgot to 
kiss me goodbye, then she leaned out the 
car window and said, “Be a good girl, 
Margy. You mind your Daddy—do ex- 
actly what he says! Vl be home Sunday 
for sure!” and then Clyde blew me a kiss 
from where he sat behind the wheel and 
he added, “I’ll hurry back to dish up 
supper, honey!” Maybe it was the set- 
ting sun bouncing against the wind- 
shield, but his eyes were such funny 
bright blurry holes in his face, I thought 
he looked like one of the ghosts he al- 
ways told me about. 

I don’t know why, but suddenly I 
didn’t want to go in the house, to be 
there alone when he came back. I felt 
so lonely and scared. I didn’t know why. 
Things went around in my head I wished 
I had thought of sooner, like asking 
Mama if I could go with her, or if | 
could stay over with Thelma. The Ernst’s 
car was gone so I knew they weren’t 
home. 

I looked at the old shed out back that 
once was a garage before it started to fall 
apart. Now the half open doors squeaked 
and moaned at the hinges when the wind 
caught it, and I knew they couldn’t close 
tight enough to lock. The sun set quickly 
and while I stood there trying to get rid 
of the funny feeling in the pit of my 
stomach, it got to be that spooky part of 
day that’s neither light nor dark and it 
was chilly. 

So, for lack of anyplace to go, I ran 
in the house and upstairs, forgetting all 
about supper, intending to lock myself 
in my room. Maybe I could stay in there 
for two days, I thought, until Mama 
came home. “When you see how skinny 
and pale I (Continued on Page 55) 


Clyde was supposed to 
be my father, and I 
was supposed to do any- 
thing he told me to do— 
anything! 
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It’s tough to be a new girl in 
town, fighting to be recognized, 
fighting to be accepted, fighting 
for a boy. Every day, everywhere 


you go, you have to prove yourself 


T WAS ONE OF those Saturdays with 
absolutely nothing to do. With me. 
that was okay—just being with the 
crowd was enough, but I acted bored be- 
cause they did. 

“We could go to the beach,” suggested 
Babs. 

“For why?” Chris asked her. “Just to 
paddle around the shore? That’s for the 
minnows. All that ocean.” he cried, 
spreading his arms dramatically, “and 
only a foot of water to swim in. Don’t 
you know about the patrol? Sharks, they 
say. You'll get all gobbled up by the 
sharks—” and he lunged at Babs with 
his mouth open so she fell over back- 
wards off the stump in our back yard. 

Everybody laughed. 

That was what was wonderful about 
this crowd. They all had so much fun— 
they were so crazy and nice, especially 
Terry, I thought, with a quick, shy 
glance at him. 

“‘So—what’s the use of going down to 
the beach unless you can swim to the 
breakers?” wailed Chris. “No use at all.” 

We sat around for awhile, thinking. I 
was glad it was my back yard we were 
thinking in. It made me feel as if I really 
belonged. 

Terry got up on his elbows. “How 
about us pitching in on the gas, piling in 
Fred’s car and taking off for the lake? 
No sharks.” 

“No car.” said Fred, looking sullen. 
We stared at him. “My old man read up 
on some statistics about if a guy drives 
a car, it makes him a lousy student. If 
he doesn’t, he automatically moves over 
into the straight-A class—so, he yanked 
the keys away from me and told me to 
pull up my grades.” 

We all groaned and | groaned the 
loudest just to be sure they heard me. 

“So what do we do?” said Dorothy. 

I wanted to think of something—some- 
thing gay and exciting—to make me im- 
portant—you know? And all I could 
think of was a picnic. So I came out with 
that. 

“Picnic!” They all rolled over on the 
grass and buried their faces in their 
arms. 

“Well, why not?” Now that I was in it, 
I felt like I had to build it up. “I bet 
we've got enough stuff in the house to 
take along. We could go up in the hills. 
It might be fun.” 

They pulled their heads out of their 
arms and looked at me. 

“What else is there to do?” I asked 
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desperately. Then Terry unfolded, got up 
ind walked over to me in that relaxed, 
sure way he has. He patted me on the 
head. “The little chick’s got something,” 
he said lazily. “What else is there to 
lo?” and I felt I was in! 

Mother, of course, said we could take 
anything we found in the refrigerator to 
make a lunch out of, and beamed. She 
was about as glad as I was I had this 
crowd to run around with, It’s what she’d 
been working on for a long time... 
Linda’s at an age where she should have 
some permanence, she’d argued with 
Daddy. Some friends she can hang onto 
instead of the kind she has to say “hello” 
and “goodbye” to every couple of 
. because that was the way 
Daddy’s job had been. Hopping from 
one mining town to another for as long 


months . . 


is | could remember. Now we were set- 
tled at last, and the thing I wanted most 
was to keep these new friends forever. 

| was scared when we first moved here, 
scared in a different way than I’d ever 
been before. Always with me it had been 
a new town and a new school and while 
| generally liked the people and they gen- 
erally liked me, it wasn’t so important if 
| got snubbed or left’ out by some of 


them, because—well, I wouldn’t be there 
long anyway. See? I didn’t have to 
worry. There’d always be new ones in an- 
other town. 

But here, when we really settled down 
and Daddy stopped traveling from one 
mine to another, to go to work every 
day and come back home every night 
and it was sure to go on that way month 
after month and year after year, well I 
wanted desperately to make friends | 
would keep forever. This was important 
—you know? And lasting. 

Dorothy was the first person | got 
acquainted with. What I mean is I saw 
her in Math and watched the way she 
laughed and tossed her head, and the 
way she talked, and I was sure this was a 
girl I’d like to know. Besides that, the 
math teacher assigned me to her in a 
way. He said, “Dorothy, you see that 
Linda gets her book and tell her what 
supplies she needs and brief her on what 
we’ve been doing”—and Dorothy did it 
—cool, with that air about her, I’m-not- 
going-to-get-too-friendly-until-I-know- 
you-better. That I was used to. You trav- 
el around as much as | have and you run 
into it all the time—what else? Most peo- 
ple aren’t about to clasp you to their 
bosom the minute you pop on the scene. 

So Dorothy was the first and in just a 
little while she warmed up. “How about 
coming over to my house, Linda, and 
well try to crack that algebra to- 
gether...” 

Oh, I made other friends, of course, 
the walking from one class to another 
kind, and getting cokes after school kind, 
but when Dorothy asked me if I’d take a 
date with Terry, which really opened the 
door to this crowd of hers. I was in 
seventh heaven. 





“Terry Osborne,” she said. “You know 
who he is.” 

Who didn’t? I thought. He was a big 
man at school—debater, track, all that 
sort of thing. 


“I think he’d like you,” Dorothy went | 


on, with that calculating look in her eyes. 
I didn’t know what it meant then—but 
later I figured it out. Terry was part of 


the crowd and she wanted him to go with | 


someone who'd fit in. See? And I was 
determined to fit in because it was a won- 
derful crowd—she’d told me enough 
about it. 

“Terry Osborne,” I repeated, all 
shook. “How come he’s going for a blind 
date? I’d think he’d have his pick. All 
that black crew cut, the shiny eyes and 
muscles, and how about the athletics and 
debating? He should be brushing the 
girls off like flies.” 

“That’s what he does,” said Dorothy, 
“brush them off. He and the girl he’s 
been going with just broke up.” She 
snapped her fingers. “Like that. Terry’s 
always in for everything—like the rest of 
the crowd. And this girl—well, I don’t 
know, she always hung back. Let things 
not go her way and what would she do? 
Chicken out.” 

I knew then | couldn’t chicken out— 
no matter what. This was my crowd. 

“He’s seen you around,” said Dorothy, 
“so when he found out I knew you, he 
wanted me to ask.” 

“Yeah?” I said. “Of course I’d love to 


” 


go. 
It was a dance, that first date. One of 


those they have now and then in the 
school gym. My first. 

“I’m going to the school danc2 with 
Terry Osborne,” I told the folk, and 


they looked worriedly at each other as | 


That other girl of Terry’s, she had chickened, 


they said. Well, I wasn’t going to chicken out 


on Terry. [wanted him too much and needed him 


too desperately to ruin a chance like this one 
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a hen I was with Terry 





‘or any of the crowd 
it was always as if 


I were on trial, as 


if they were saying, 
tone mistake and 
Right “but she goes’ 


knew they would. Parents are more care- 
ful when you hop around from place to 
place. They want to get the life history in 
five minutes of any boy I go out with be- 
cause, you see, they can’t get it in a life- 
time. 

“Who’s he?” Daddy asked. 

“Well . . .” I said, and described him, 
telling about his debating and athletics. 

“How are you going?” he asked. | 
knew that would be the next question. 

“In Fred Brown’s car,” I said. Fred 
and Dorothy went steady and he was the 
only one in the crowd with a car all of his 
own. 

“Is he a good driver?” 

“Oh, sure,” 


course. 


I said. Not knowing, of 


Terry made his own good impression 
on the folks though, and he made a won- 
derful one on me! Right from the way 
his eyes looked at me with that say-now- 
here’s-something-I’ve-been-waiting-for 
look to how he held me against the front 
door when we got home, his hands on 
each side of it, hemming me in. “You're 
swell,” he said. “You know that? I’ve 
never had such a good time. I hope you 
and I shook my head. 


Then he leaned down and kissed me— 


haven’t either,” 


not fresh so it spoiled things, but as if he 
meant it. 

So it wasn’t just that 1 was permanent 
at last or that here was a boy I could 
like and could go on liking because | 


wouldn’t be moving away—but here was 





one I liked more than any I’d ever 
known! It happened right from the first, 
the same with the crowd. 

I started going around with them then 
—to the library where we'd use up all 
of one table in the reading room—study- 
finally giggling and 
nudging each other until the librarian 
began to send up warning looks. 

We went to the beach (before the 
shark scare) where | darned near wore 


ing, sure—but 


myself out keeping up with them... . 
“Race you to the buoy,” one would yell, 
and there we were, all six of us plough- 
ing through the water. 
can’t reach the breakers is a chicken. 


“Anyone who 
. .” So we all swam out there and 
floated back. (Continued on Page 49) 
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Temptation 


H® (NK PICKED UP my suitcase with 

one hand and opened the front door 
with the other. This was it. When I 
walked out that door, I might never walk 
back in again. It would be like walking 
out on five years of marriage. It would 
mean the end of being a part of someone 
else; the end of attuning my waking and 
sleeping hours and appetites and dreams 
to those of another human being. It was 
finished 

lt was ironic, too, that perhaps this 
might have been just the time when we 
should have been closest. Having a child 
should make that so. And after all, may- 
be this child really was—but why ponder 
all that now? Frank was standing there 
with the door open, waiting. 

“You'd better hurry, Helen,” he said 
quietly, “or you may miss your train.” 

| buttoned the last button on my coat, 
pulled on my white gloves and walked 
toward the opened door. Almost like a 
person heading for the green entrance of 
the gas chamber, | breathed: “All right. 
I’m ready.” 

We went outside and got into the car, 
and within moments Frank was heading 
for the train station. 

Five years going down the drain, | 
thought as we rode along in silence. But 
had they been good years? It was true 
that time had a way of erasing the bad 
things from your memory, or so dimming 
them that only the good things stood 
out brightly in the mind. What good 
things had time polished for my memory 
now, and in what shadows must I look 
for those long forgotten heartaches that 
would make what was happening now 
seem more reasonable, less painful? 

But remembering failed to help, for 


the early years of our marriage, when 
Frank was getting his cab line started 
and I was working as a combination 
office girl and dispatcher, seemed too far 
away. We had worked hard and hadn’t 
had too much time for fun, and then the 
business began to click and Frank 
decided he didn’t want me working any- 
more. 

“IT didn’t marry you to get a free em- 
ployee,” he had said. “I married you be- 
cause | wanted to take care of you, and 
because I wanted you to keep my house 
and maybe one of these years have kids.” 

Only there hadn’t been any children. 
Maybe that would have helped, but there 
weren't any—until now— 

But I had protested quitting work and 
doing nothing. Keeping house for two 
didn’t take much time, and I wasn’t the 
type to join every civic or social organ- 
ization in sight. I loved Frank and I 
wanted to be a part of whatever he was 
doing, and little else seemed to matter. 

Yet Frank was insistent, and so after 
those first three years of sharing the 
work and the worry, I was suddenly 
shut out of it, and then had come those 
last two years of boredom and restless- 
ness and—finally—hopelessness and 
treachery. 

What would it be like, going back 
home after all these years? Would 
Mother be able to understand why | 
came home—to have my baby? Could | 
really explain to her what those last two 
years had been like, and expect her to 
understand why I had done what I had 
done? Could I explain it now, even to 
myself? 

A traffic light up ahead of us turned 
red, and Frank brought the car to an 


I committed a wife’s 
worst sin, but all 
the blame isn’t mine. 
My husband is at 
fault, too. He has 


to share my guilt 


abrupt halt. My heart had stopped the 
same way the day Frank brought Larry 
Cross to our house. It wasn’t Larry’s 
looks that did it, not that he wasn’t hand- 
some—he was certainly that all right, 
with short-cropped curly hair and copper 
skin and a half-laugh, half-sneer at the 
corner of his mouth. But there was some- 
thing about Larry Cross that spelled 
trouble, and here was Frank, introducing 
me to this stranger with one breath and 
telling me with the next: “Larry and I 
were old Army buddies, ran that motor 
pool like no other in the regiment, eh 
Larry. He’s passing through from out 
West, but I think I’ve talked him into 
staying here and helping me manage the 
cab line. He’s going to stay with us a 
while until we can locate a place for him 
to live.” 

I don’t know why I should have be- 
come so upset over the thought of having 
a house guest. After all, we had plenty 
of room, and Frank said it was just for 
a few days until Larry could find a place. 
But somehow, everything inside me 
resented having Larry in our house, and 
worst of all, he was standing there look- 
ing at me with that half-grin, half-sneer 
of his as if he knew I didn’t want him 
there, but would have to accept him any- 
way. 

I flustered and smoothed at my hair 
and made some small remark to Frank 
about letting me know when visitors were 
coming and that I probably looked a 
mess and had better run out in the 
kitchen and put a couple of more chops 
on for dinner. 

The evening, however, passed rather 
pleasantly. Frank and Larry sat around 
after dinner (Continued on Page 63) 














.. Here was five years of marriage going down 
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the drain, I thought as we rode along in 
silence. Five years ended in one night. 
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HOW HE PROPOSED 


By Ruby Dee 


I FIRST SAW THE MAN who was to be my husband back in 1946. I was rehears- 

ing for a Broadway play called Jeb, and the producers were looking for someone 
to play the title role of this story about a Southern boy. One morning I idly picked 
up a newspaper and was leafing through it, and there, big as life on the theatrical 
page was the picture of this big fellow staring out at me. 

“Humm,” I said to myself, “they probably went into the cotton fields and pulled 
him right from behind the plow.” My reaction was natural. Like other members of 
the cast, I had my ideas about who would be best fitted for the role. And that person 
certainly was not Ossie Davis, a relatively unknown and struggling young actor at 
the time. So you see, I disliked their choice without ever having met the man 
personally. 

My first reaction was confirmed (so I thought) when I later learned that he 
came from a place called Waycross, in Georgia, but was living at the time, I believe, 
in an even more hick Southern town, Valdosta, Georgia. I knew for sure, then, that 
he was pulled straight from behind a cotton field plow by the producers. 

It didn’t take Ossie long to change my early opinions of him. I found him to be 
a well-rounded man, well-versed in the theater and a wonderful person to talk to. The 
longer I knew him, the more we worked together, the more I found I liked him. 
There was no such thing as romance in my mind. I didn’t believe in this thing 
called falling in love and prided myself on being tough-minded and practical in such 
matters. I explained away the pleasure I got in seeing him every day (of how my 
pulse would quicken when he walked up) as “admiration,” or “fondness” for the 
man because I loved to talk with him. 

He was serious about his work, and still is. He talked about his dreams and how 
someday he hoped to become a playwright. We would talk of other things, too, but 
most of our chats and conversations centered about the thing we both loved best— 
the theater. 

The play /eb was a monumental flop. It opened one day on Broadway, but ten 
days later it was panned out of existerice. This had nothing to do with the cast which, 
I believe, was a very good one. We rehearsed seriously and hard, putting everything 
into our work. But the play was weak. It deserved to die and it did. 

I remember when I first stopped kidding myself about how I felt about Ossie. | was 
on stage one day and saw him standing alone, tying his tie. A warm feeling swarmed 
all over me and “boom, went the strings of my heart.” I wanted to rush up to him 
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and tie the tie for him and I said to my- 
self, “There’s the guy I'd like to marry.” 

However, just as soon as | thought it 
out loud, the old practical streak in me 
took over. “That’s foolish,” I chided my- 
self. “I don’t believe in falling in love.” 
Moreover, I know he likes me but not 
that way. | just didn’t believe he went for 
my type. I’m small, kinda thin, somewhat 
intense. I just couldn’t believe he would 
go for me. 

Two years later (in 1948) he pro- 
posed. We had been separated for nearly 
that length of time. He stayed around 
Chicago for a year and we had com- 
municated very little with one another, 
no more than three or four times at the 
most. But during that time we found a 
common ground of interest—the theater, 
writing, my “great intellect.” 

His proposal came by wire and it made 
me kinda salty. It read, as nearly as I can 
remember: “In view of the fact that we 
have become very close, there is no rea- 
son why we shouldn’t get married.” | 
nearly flipped and wired right back: 
“Don’t do me any small favors.” 

Later, we were rehearsing in this 
show, The Smile Of The World, by Ruth 
Gordon and Garson Kanin—hubby and 
wife—when he brought the subject up 
again. Just before we were scheduled to 
go on the road, as is customary to try 
the play for size on audiences in other 
sections before bringing it to Broadway, 
Ossie walked over to me between scenes 
and said, “Look, since we’re going to be 
on the road together we might as well 
live together. It’ll be cheaper.” I thought 
about that for a moment and said, 
“Okay.” But my decision had little to do 
with finances or economics. I was in love 
with the guy and knew it. There wasn’t 
any point in continuing to kid myself on 
this score. And I felt he loved me, too. 
So on December 9, 1948, we got married 
in Jersey City. The play went on the 
road but, like Jeb, it flopped on Broad- 
way. This time it enjoyed a longer run— 
two weeks. 

You know, I’ve appeared in more 
movies and plays since 194] than almost 
any Negro actress in the business today. 
I’m in great demand for character and 
bit parts in movies and plays. Every now 
and then I am picked to star in a picture 
or play. Yet I have never really reached 
the top in my profession. If I were white, 
I have no doubts that | would be tops in 

(Continued on Page 65) 


The Proven “Success” 
Way toa 


igh Bon 


in a few days 


Come out from behind that cloud of darkness! 
Discover the happiness, the compliments that 
come your way when “SKIN SUCCESS” Bleach 
Cream helps you clear away those dull, dark sur- 
face-skin color-particles to bring out the full, 
glowing beauty of a lighter, brighter younger- 


looking complexion. 


Palmer’s “SKIN SUCCESS” Bleach Cream has 
Thousands know the 
wonderful, special way this fragrant white cream 
works to help your skin look clearer, smoother, 
fairer—even when neglect and the sun of passing 
summers have made it seem hopelessly dark. 


proved what it can do. 


Still only 25¢ 


There’s nothing finer at any price. Get it today! 


PALMER’s 


Brighter new loveliness 



















COMPLEXION 
SECRET 


The gentle, deep-acting 
medicated foam of 
“SKIN SUCCESS” SOAP 
peps up your skin and 
fights off surface germs 
that often cause ugly 
pimples, blackheads, 
blemishes and those 
perspiration odors. 
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Best songs recorded FREE with 7-piece 
orchestra. We write music. Send poems for 
FREE examination today! 

SONGMAKERS 
1472 Sroudvony, 0 New York 36, N. Y. 
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and get RESULTS 


The true way to meetery will open 
for you when you 

for and how to accept “the xifts fet 
GOD has stored up for those 
love and obey Him. Learn 


THE MAGIC FORMULA for 
SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 


Here are some o' 
it tells you about: When to pray; 
Ww ; ; 


work through prayer; 

prayer: for influencing others 
through prayer: and many other val- 
uable instructions that help you get 
things you want. 


5-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 
Just send name and address toda nd on delivery 
simply deposit, the small sum of only Si. 49 

with your stm: positively GUARANTE 

will be more than delighted with RESULTS within 5 days 
or your money will be returned promptly on request and 
no questions asked 28 De At 


LARCH, 118 E. 28, Dept. 6168, New York 16 











Gee yourse FIXED tr LIFE 


with the ONE shoe line 
that serves Everyone .. 
from Baby to Pop & Mom 


Success opportunity! Sell America’s 

iggest and most comfortable line of 
shoes for all the family. It’s no trick 
at all to make big money full or spare 
time with over 220 popular patterns 
to show eager buyers. Big money 
daily plus cash bonus. No ex mce 
necessary. I show you how. Send to- 
day for free ‘‘Portable Shoe Store.”’ | 


ORTHO-VENT SHOE CO. 


56098 Brand Road, Salem, Virginia 

























Going Steady 
—ITS REWARDS 
AND ITS DANGERS 


No matter why a girl decides to ‘go steady,’ 


there are many hidden pitfalls she must beware 


| \NE WAS FIFTEEN, small and attractive. She spoke 
/~ thoughtfully. “At first going steady was fun. It was 

e to know you always had a date for proms and parties 

id stuff, and just weekends.” She paused for a moment 

| continued, “But after a while things seemed to get 

ut of hand. I guess it was partly that we were just seeing 
ich other too much—sometimes as often as four or five 
es a week. We didn’t go many places, Bob couldn’t 
| it—to parties once in a while, or out on a double 
but most of the time we’d just go for a ride. I guess 

it’s where the trouble started.” 

Barbara was older, nearly eighteen, and had gone 
ly twice. “Never again.” she said with feeling. “I’m 

i sorry for the experience, but I wouldn’t advise anyone 

ler nineteen to go steady. Oh, sure, the security is nice, 

t having to worry about getting a date, but there’s so 

ich that you have to give up, it’s really not worth it.” 

Jack, sixteen, felt that going steady was “not bad, but 

| should make it clear just what you mean by going 

teady. My girl wanted me to come over practically every 
ht, and my grades in school took a nose dive. They 
stayed down till I broke up with her.” 

Viewed from any angle, the practice of going steady 
have its drawbacks. But in spite of these, the habit 
been steadily growing. Going steady offers certain 

idvantages to teen-agers that can be a great temptation 

them to join the ever-increasing number of their con- 
temporaries who do go steady. Most important of these 
idvantages is the security that it brings—as one teen-ager 

t it: “Girls who have steadies will always have someone 


to depend upon to come around and take them places. 
If you go to dances you won’t have to worry about being 
a wallflower, because you'll have your date.” 

One of the main reasons that teen-agers go steady is 
that everyone else in their group is doing it. One 17-year- 
old stated, “Most of my friends go steady. | think it’s 
ridiculous but what can I do?” Teen-agers, like everyone 
else, begin to feel the pressure of their society, and in 
order to conform, and be part of their group, they must 
go steady. Often, if most of their group is composed of 
steadies, they find that they are left out of many things— 
parties, dances, and just impromptu gatherings. 

Going steady offers a certain “comfortable-ness” that 
the casual dater does not know. Sally was seventeen and 
had been dating since she was fifteen. She had recently 
hegun to go steady. “I used to be nervous and tense before 
I went out with a new guy. Usually I didn’t know him too 
well. and I’d spend hours getting ready. Sometimes, if 
he hadn’t mentioned where we would be going, it would 
be hard to decide what to wear. Now it’s different. We've 
got a more casual, more comfortable relationship. I never 
really got to know any of the guys I dated very well. It’s 
so different when you really know the person you’re going © 
out with.” 

Then there is the hard economic fact that steady dating 
is much less expensive than dating different people. One 
16-year-old admitted, “It’s cheaper than just dating 
around. When you get to know a person pretty well they 
don’t expect you to go broke every time you see them.” 
Girls, too, find this a welcome change. “Sometimes you 
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Going Steady 


just want to do something quiet,” said 
one teen-ager, “even just going over to 
someone’s house if you’re with another 
couple and playing cards, or listening 
to records.” 

There is, however, the other side of 
the picture—going steady poses certain 
problems and introduces certain diffi- 
culties that the non-steady dater does 
not meet. Most obvious is the fact that 
going steady limits opportunities for 
meeting others—maturity and experi- 
ence can only come with a knowledge 
of different types of people, and the per- 
son who has gone steady knows only the 
one other person. And, as one teen-ager 
succinctly stated, “You’ve got to find 
the right one, and you don’t have that 
opportunity when you go steady.” 

A more serious problem is the danger 
of seeing each other too often, of becom- 
ing too emotionally involved with the 
steady, of simply going too far. This is 
one of the main problems of going 
steady, and one which parents fear the 
most. A 16-year-old girl put it, “Going 
steady only leads in one direction: trou- 
ble.” Many teen-agers, however, have 
taken a more mature view of this prob- 
lem. Girls have started taking the atti- 
tude that keeping themselves—and boys 
—out of trouble is their responsibility. 
“If a girl gets into trouble, it’s her own 
fault. She’s got nobody to blame but 
herself” is the way many look at it. And 
boys? “The responsibility belongs to 
both of us. I want to respect her, and | 
want her to respect me. That’s the only 
way it will work.” 

For many, however, the problem is 
not that easy to solve. Often the result 
will be another teen-age marriage, a mar- 
riage in which neither party is ready, or 
wants to marry. Statistics show that 
more and more teen-age marriages are 
taking place every year. Today there 
are over a million teen-age husbands 
and wives in the country, and about a 
quarter of all brides are girls of eight- 
een. The divorce rate ior these mar- 
riages is discouragingly high—for teen- 
agers the divorce rate is six times higher 
than our national rate. Most of these 
teen-agers are (Continued on Page 62} 
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Back to School with Soup and Crackers 


\ THEN SUMMER IS OVER and school days arrive. 

mother finds herself faced with the problem of prepar- 

ing good nourishing lunches for the youngsters. Whether 

the lunch is taken in a box or eaten at home. the high meas- 

ure of variety and quality of foods available to meal planners 
have adequate nutritional value. 

Many kinds of canned condensed soups. which are on the 


shelf in the kitchens of most homemakers. take only a few 


minutes to heat before being poured into a soup bowl or a 
wide-mouth vacuum bottle. Served with a variety of crackers. 
soup can help supply an ever-changing picture of delicious 
sandwich or salad luncheons. 

It will simplify matters if a list of favorite foods is at- 
tached inside the pantry door, or perhaps an itemized peg- 
board on the kitchen wall. to help keep the luneh box larder 


supplied with variety. 
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Hearty Luncheon Soup 
s of bacon until crisp. Drain on paper toweling. Crumble into pieces. Work 1 tbsp. butter or margarine until softened. Mix 
rated onion. Spread on 8 crackers. Mix 1 10%-0z. can tomato soup with 1 10%2-0z. can pea soup. Gradually stir in 1 can 
can milk. Heat, stirriag until soup comes to a boil. Place crackers under broiler, toast until lightly browned. Pour soup 
into soup bowls. Place 2 crackers on top of each bowl. Sprinkle with crumbled bacon. Makes 4 servings. 
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Soup Surprise 
Mix 2 cans of cream of celery soup with 
] 7-0z. can minced clams and juice. Slowly 
stir in 2 cans of milk and mix well. Stir in 
\% tsp. tarragon, few drops Tabasco and 
slowly bring to a boil. Sprinkle with pap- 
rika. Serve in soup bowls, topping each 
with 5 or 6 cheese crackers. 


Seafood Cooler 
Combine 1 10-0z. can frozen shrimp soup 
and 4 soup can of milk in top of double 
boiler. Heat until soup defrosts. Add an- 
other % soup can of milk, 1 tsp. onion salt 
and 1 644-02. can flaked crab meat. Chill. 
Sprinkle with 2 tsps. chopped parsley, and 
serve with toasted saltine crackers. 



















Chilled Avocado-Celery Soup 
Peel and dice 1 ripe avocado. Blend in elec- 
tric blender 60 seconds or press through 
sieve. Combine 1 10% -0z. can cream of cel- 
ery soup, 1 cup milk and I tsp. grated lem- 
on rind. Add avocado and stir. Chill %%. 
hour. Top with sour cream. Sprinkle with 
chives and serve with Saltine crackers. 




























CASUAL } 


for 


COLLEGE 


i THIS DAY of beauty-consciousness 
by women of all ages, it is only natu- 
ral that the college crowd should want 
to look their best at school. Since hair 
is woman’s “glory,” every woman should 
strive to make it as attractive as possible. 
For college girls who are always on the 
move, a simple, easy-to-care for style is 
the answer to the hair problem. Keeping 
in mind the many activities taking place 
on most college campuses, a hair style 
should be adaptable for all occasions. 
The hair that frames the face for the 
football game, should be easily arranged 
in a more formal style for the sorority 
dance. Not too severe—not too “wild” 
and flying should be the effect to achieve. 
TAn’s hair style is an example of a soft 
all-purpose hairdo for all college activi- 
Pod bes eremreg 18 e : ties. The hair style shown on this page 
PA Si: ; re is by Audrey Brake of Haiti. 
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we 3 
satile hair style is ideal for the college girl, whether 
green freshman or a sophisticated senior. Soft, wispy 
ross the front and loosely fluffed sides frame the face 


with youthful simplicity and smartness. 





hairstyle shows hair smooth on top with a slight wave To achieve soft, fluffy look, large rollers are used. Hair ~ 

end. Ends are curled, then combed out loosely to is put up on rollers, then placed under warm (not hot) ~ 

t look. Sides have a wave which is pushed in and dryer. When hair is dry, rollers are removed and hair 7 
to the side of the face, giving a girlish look. deftly styled by pushing soft waves in with fingers. 





Style No. 912 
9-17, 10-20 


) FALL FAVORITES~—First In Fashion 
At These Unbelievably Low Prices! 


Style No. 326—GOOD THEATRE. Candidly dramatic— 
and completely sure of an evening of compliments. This 
wayon crepe success gifted with a talent for stealing the 
Spotlight. The reason why—its provocative draped neck- 
i dipped low in back to punctudte the sheath lines 
dari"”™ Black, red. cx & 
mith tte = 
Style No. 208 
9-17, 10-20 


Style No. 912 — KNIT HIT. Smart young two-piecer of 
cotton knit. Plain sheath skirt, jacket in diamond pattern. 
Easy elbow sleeves, stand-up collar. Lovely under a coat 
or under the paims. Goldish buttons. 

in Royal Blue or Beige. 


Style No. 909—DOLMANETTE. Big doiman sieeves and 
gentile waist fulness give the new soft, bulky look to this 
charming rayon flannel shirt-type classic. Stand-up 
collar, push-up sleeves, wi-ide belt. Wear it with jewels 
or the detachable striped bib. White, green. red. 


Style No. 208—DREAM DRESS of young-in-heart flocked 
nylon. The neckline, rounded in front to show off your 
shoulders, dipped to a saucy bow in back. In red with 
red dot, pink or white with white dot. 
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_7~ Skylark Originals “>. 
pert. 71-09, Asbury Park, N. J. \ 
470 PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
/ ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling \ 
I save over 7Sc¢ in C.O.D. fees. 
0 C.0.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 


plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 
I may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 


f 
! 
1 
\ 








Two-ply woven cotton plaid dress with corduroy 
sleeveless double breasted bolero. Dress has solid 





color bodice. $8. 


Sweater outfit featuring cotton dress with tucking 


@nd braid across bodice. Matching braid trims 


et > » 


Pad 
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sweater. $9. 


Cotton dress with velveteen cropped 
jacket trimmed with a cotton satin 
\ 








JHEN THE FIRST day of 

school arrives. the tiny 
Miss is as fashion-conscious as 
her hig sister. New clothes are 
especially important for first 
graders. who get such a hang 
from them. This year. designers 
of children’s clothes have pro- 
duced some exciting fall outfits. 
Tas first grade fashions by 


Cinderella come in sizes 3-6x. 





flower. $9. 


4 


~ 
\, 
‘ 
\ 
wi. / 
| 
4 


6 


Se cS a -- 5 
Bo ae 
as Pr 


— 
KU)? 
4 A 


ri!) O 





2 Jumper oufit has solid color coat jumper | | 
_~ with patch pockets, covered belt and un-! | 
\ pressed pleats. 





short sleeves, peterpan collar and a tab back. Jumper 


Dress underneath jumper is a violin print with dainty 
outfit $8.00. G 





cg y White popover apron has flowers and i 
| 4 ; leaves appliqued at neckline and_ skirt. 
Worn over a broadcloth dress. $9. C* ’ 
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Deaths from 
Heart and Blood 
Vessel Diseases 








All Other 
Diseases 
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Heart 


Fund 


*] Defense 


Many worthy causes are bidding for 
your help. You may not wish to give to all. But 
can you afford not to fight the heart diseases? 


The #1 enemy accounts for more deaths than 
all other causes combined. 


So, put first things first. Help your Heart Fund. 
Your Heart Fund dollars already have speeded 
great advances in treatment, prevention and 
rehabilitation. Hope is bright for greater vic- 
tories to come. That is why your Heart Fund is 
your #1 defense. Give generously now. 


> HEART FUND 
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Child Care: 


Your Child Can 
Manage Money 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 





Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


N A WORLD WHERE the dollar is 

increasingly important, and where so 
much of one’s time is spent in earning it 
and then spending it, and, if possible, 
saving some of it, the necessity for know- 
ing how to manage money is a luxury 
that few of us can afford to be without. 

Our children learn about money al- 
most from the time they can walk and 
certainly by the time that they can talk 
they have been given coins by doting 
relatives and friends, and have often at 
the age of two or three learned to spend 
their pennies at the corner grocery store. 
But this does not impart wisdom in the 
handling or management of money. 
Butch may be a smart youngster. but if 
he takes fifty cents and buys several 
candy bars, when he can only eat one, 
he has not learned to spend some and 
save some. 

The skill and wisdom that the manage- 
ment of money requires comes generally 
by managing money of your own. With 
a child this experience can be most easily 
gained by a weekly allowance, paid 
promptly and not as a reward or with- 
held as a punishment. 

It makes sense to begin a child’s al- 
lowance early, not only because it takes 
a considerable length of time to acquire 
money wisdom, but also so that the mis- 
takes made during the learning process 
will be inexpensive ones. By the time 
they are ready to handle dollars, they 
will have learned how to handle the 
nickles and dimes that make dollars. 

Helping a child to stick to his desire 
to save is more desirable than forcing 
him to save. Today is so much more im- 
portant than tomorrow to a small child, 
but by the time he is eight or nine he can 
understand saving for a special toy or 
project such as Christmas gifts for fam- 
ily and friends. A small purse to carry 
the precious money in will help to pre- 
vent the broken heart that comes when 
the money is accidentally lost. It if hap- 
pens, don’t scold. They’re hurt enough. 
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One Of The Crowd 


(Continued from Page 33) 


I wasn’t used to salt water and some- 
times, when I’d cough it up or bat it, 
stinging, from my eyes, all I wanted to do 
was crawl up on the sand and never have 
jt on me or in me or around me again. But 
| remembered Dorothy’s words: The girl 
Terry used to go with always hung back. 
Let things not go her way and what would 
she do? Chicken out. So I'd swallow some 
more salt water, because I was falling in 
love with Terry and I had to be right for 
the crowd. 

I felt like I was on trial—you know? 
Not in a mean sort of way, but in a way— 
well, if she’s okay, okay. If she isn’t—out 
she goes! 

So on this Saturday I was the one who 
suggested the picnic, not knowing it could 
end in a nightmare. 

We piled the kitchen table with every- 
thing we could find to make sandwiches 
with and just as I was looking for a bag 
big enough to hold alJl the stuff, the de- 
livery boy came to our back door with a 
dress of mother’s from the cleaners. 

“How about that?” I asked. “We can 
pile the stuff in the plastic bag and it'll 
keep fresh.” 

“Smart!” complimented Terry, which 
puffed me all up. 

So I pulled the bag off the dress, hung 
the dress in the hall and we bundled the 
food in the plastic bag. 

From the beginning, that plastic bag got 
a big play. It was as if we were working 
up to what happened, as if the plastic bag 
was terribly important it was big 
enough so that we tied a knot in it, keep- 
ing the sandwiches and potato chips all 
snug in the bottom. The little hole for the 
hook of the coat hanger was too small, of 
course, for anything to fall through. 

The boys tried carrying it on their heads, 
the end of it hanging down over one ear 
to look like a tassel, then they’d prance and 
primp until we girls doubled over—they 
looked so silly. They wound it up into a 
ball and threw it at each other on the way 
up the path, counting signals, running with 
it like a touchdown or a forward pass. 
They held it by the end and swung it in 
a circle as if they were discus throwers. 
making us girls squeal for fear they’re let 
it go and it would tumble down the hill. 

“We'll have potato dust for potato 
chips,” grumbled Dorothy. 

“And bread crumbs for sandwiches,” 
said Babs. 

Terry wig-wagged the Morse Code with 
it when we reached the top. 

Then we unknotted the bag. dumped out 
the food, and used it for a tablecloth. all 
spread out over the grass. 

After we finished. I could have tossed it 
into the fire the boys had made. I thought 
of it, too. I even reached over to crumple 


it up and give it the heave-ho, when those 
crazy kids started jumping the flame. 

“Can you leap it?” Fred called out. “You 
nuts?” Chris came back, and was over it 
like a flash. So there they were—soaring 
over the fire, one after another, coughing 
with the smoke, pushing the twigs closer 
together until they were all burned up and 
there was nothing left but ashes. 

Then they all dropped to the ground, 
the bag crumpled now at their feet. 

“How'd I do?” Terry panted, laying his 
head in my lap. “You think I’m a pretty 
good flame jumper?” 

“The best,” I laughed. 

“Tf they ever give medals for flame jump- 
ing, I’ll hang mine on you.” He rolled over 
and looked up into my face. “Okay?” he 
asked. 

“Okay,” I whispered. 

“And if I get that gold football this year. 
I’ll know where to hang it too... .” He 
was serious now. He reached out and 
caught my hand, letting me know how seri- 
ous he was. My heart beat fast with the 
thought that maybe, probably. almost any 
time now, Terry would ask me to go 
steady! 

It was just at that minute Dorothy inter- 
rupted. “You know what we need?” she 
called lazily from where she was propped 
against a tree. 

“What?” someone asked. 

“We need some music.” She pushed her- 
self away from the tree trunk and flopped 
on the short grass. “Some nice. soothing 
music... .” 

Fred bounced himself down beside her, 
crying hoarsely and dramatically, “Let 
me be your music,” and exaggeratedly, as 
if he were acting out a scene in a corny 
play, he grabbed her, arched her, bending 
back her head to kiss her, loud and smack- 
ingly, all along her throat and up to her 
mouth. 

Laughing, she squirmed free of him, 
darted out her hand and caught up the 
plastic bag, jerking it free, and pushed it 
into his face. 

Fred rocked back on his heels and 
snatched the bag away. 

“Hey,” he yelled, “you trying to smother 
me?” 

“If she doesn’t smother you,” drawled 
Terry, nuzzling my hand up against his 
cheek, “let me know. and I'll choke you 
with it. You’re too noisy. I want some 
quiet around here while I digest my picnic 
lunch and rest my head in my girl’s lap. 
.. .” He turned and smiled up at me. 

“I want some music,” said Dorothy. 

“T want some quiet.” repeated Terry. 

Fred spread out the bag and looked 
slowly around at the circle of us. “Won- 
der what it feels like to have one of these 
things over your head.” 
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CROWN 


COVERS THES 
TOP AND * Price 
THE SIDES $ 4 


PROBLEM PIECE 


A hard to find piece, just 
created by us, for the 
woman who has thin hair 
at the top or whois bald- 
ing near the crown of her 
head. Looks so natural, 
no one would ever guess. 





THIS HAIR PIECE 
COVERS THE TOP 
CROWN OF YOUR 
HEAD AND FILLS 
IN TOP SIDES & BACK 


Gora Medal of Sheepshead Bay 7 7 
Dept. YH, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. | 


Mark here matching shad 

penal pe Awa g ade or send sample 
O Jet Black 0 Off Black 0 Brown 0 Dark 
| at O Mixed Gray $2 extra. 

end me the Medalo Bouffant Crown styl 
#756 in shade marked. -_ 
O On Delivery I will pa 98 pl 
postage and c.o.d. ~ & — 
Notice:— If you send $4.98 cash, or 
money order you save all c.o.d. and 
gootmee charges. 
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FREE Betty’s Booklet of Hair Styling 
ideas and Id Medal Big — Beauty — 
Bulletin. 
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CHILDLESS 
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PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and “G Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them. dear friend. then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a cemarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
piness and joy to you—and very, very quickly. too! 

So don’t wait. dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address & 4¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5209-A, Noroton, Conn. 
We will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by Return Mail absolutely FREE! 
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want only to gain the skill needed to create original 
styles for yourself and members of your family, the National 
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FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 

lip and mail coupon below at once for valuable free book- 
let, “Adventures in Dress Design,” and fuil particuiars. Sent 
yostage prepaid without obligation. (No salesman will call.) 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3236 , Chicago 14, Ill. 


National School Of Dress Design, Dept. 3236 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Ill 
Please send me FREE and ostpaid your booklet, 
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“Hot.” said Terry, running his lips over 
the palm of my hand. 

“Sticky.” said Chris. who lumbered to 
his feet and ambled over to the fire, where 
he ground out the rest of the embers with 
his heel. “I used to be a boy scout.” he 
said. “I always put out fires.” 

“Whose?” asked Babs, and everybody 
laughed. 

That might have been the last of the 
plastic bag, but Fred was still smoothing 
it out, still looking thoughtful. “Have you 
ever thought about it?” he asked. “How 
would it feel?” 

Chris turned from the ashes. “The thing 
is.” he said, “you breathe in and the stuff 
presses against your the plastic, I 
mean. Cuts off the air and there you are.” 

“IT wonder how long it takes?” 

Terry dropped my hand and sat up. 
“Five minutes. maybe.” he said. 

“Oh no, not that long.” protested Chris. 

“Longer I bet.” said Fred. 

“Okay. try it.” said Terry. 
“We'll time you.” 

Dorothy sat up too, and wound her arms 
around her knees. “Did you hear about that 
baby?” she asked. 

“One baby!” scoffed 
been several of them.” 

“But there was this particular one.” per- 


nose 


grinning. 


“There’ve 


Babs. 


sisted Dorothy. “It wasn’t even in a bag. 
Not over the baby’s head. | mean. It was 


used for a sheet on its crib. The baby got 
tangled in it. | guess.” 

“I don’t see how that could be. 
Babs crawled over to where Fred 
smoothing out the bag. She picked up a 
corner of it and looked at her hand through 
the plastic. Quick as a flash. Fred covered 
her face with it. yelling. “Help. help. help.” 
in a high voice. then taking it away. 


” 


was 


Babs looked at him disgustedly. “So I 
had a faceful of hand.” she sniffed. “That 


should scare me?” 
It scared me! | laughed breathlessly 
with the rest of them. But I remembered. 
when Fred’s hand with all that wispy plas- 
tic foaming around it was clamped on Babs’ 
face--| remembered the time Daddy took 
me down in that old mine. They don’t work 
it any he explained. but it’s safe 
enough if we don’t go too far. 1 just wanted 
you to see what these old mines are like. 
I had to duck under the ancient tim- 
damp. 


more, 


bers where the air was dark. and 
tight. Suddenly. it seemed like fingers hold- 
ing my nose so IT couldn’t breathe—like a 
I started 
thinned 


fist clamped around my lungs. 
to scream. loud, then my 
quavery and high like water trickling and 
The next thing I remember is 


voice 


sobbing. 
Daddy carrying me out 
sunshine with all that wonderful air to 
gasp in deep. grateful mouthfuls. / didn’t 
know it would affect you like that, setting 


into the blessed 


me down and patting me with trembling 
hands. I’m sorry, Linda darling. I didn’t 
know. 


I could feel myself pant. just watching 
Fred horse around with that plastic bag. 


“How about you?” Terry asked me. “Are 


you scared of the bag?” 

“Who? Me?” I said bravely, 
“Of course not.” 

Dorothy got up then. to dance around, 
snapping her fingers. singing, “Who's 
afraid of the big bad bag? .. .” 

Soon all of us took it up “.. . Big bad 
bag. big bad bag .. .” 

“Who's afraid of the big bad bag?” she 
sang again, “ta, ta, ta, ta, ta...” and 
threw herself on the ground. “I repeat. 
We should have brought a record player 
up here.” 

1 heaved a big sigh. Maybe now they'd 
stop talking about the bag. 

“Why didn’t someone think about a ree- 


I hoped. 


ord player? We could’ve had picnic 
music.” 
“Sure. We could’ve had a swim in the 


ocean if the sharks hadn’t decided to take 
it over.” said Chris. 

“Or in the lake.” put in Terry. “if Fred’s 
old man hadn’t decided he’d get straight 
A’s as a pedestrian.” 

“Here. Give me that plastic bag.” said 
Babs. yanking it out of Fred’s hands. “Did 
you read about the man committing suicide 
in one of these things?” She slipped it over 
her head and made faces through it. 

“Look who’s in the bag.” Fred shouted. 
“Better rescue your girl, Chris.” 

“Rescue her?” he laughed. “I'll just see 
she gets a good funeral.” 

Babs pulled the bag off. “It wasn’t so 
bad.” she said, but her face was pink. 

“Why should it have been bad?” scoffed 
Terry. “You didn’t have it tight around 
your neck. And look at that hole there. 
The one the hanger hook goes through. 
That'd give you enough air for a week.” 

“Let’s say you took this bag.” said Fred, 
picking it up and smoothing it out again, 
“put it on your head, and took all the 
extra plastic, winding it around so there 
wouldn’t be any air to get in from the 
bottom and none from that little hole in 
the top—then. I bet itd still take longer 
than five minutes.” 

“No.” argued Terry. For the first time. 
he stood up and wandered over, to lean 
down and pick up the bag. He looked at 
it. stuck his hand inside of it and wiggled 
his fingers. “Five minutes, I bet.” 

“It’s not your fingers that breathe.” said 
“If you want to run a test, for Pete’s 
Not on your hand, but on 


Chris. 
sake, run a test. 
your head.” 

| shuddered. 

“Hold your breath. How long can you 
hold your breath?” went on Chris. 

“Not very long.” said Terry. “But there. 
your body makes you breathe. Your lungs 
get all filled up and—powie—you breathe. 
You can’t help it. It’s the law of self- 
preservation. But with a bag on your head 

well, you'd lose consciousness first. You 
know. you'd breathe up all the air. then 
out. If you were alone, that 
Curtains.” He looked around 
at all of us—and I could feel my breath 
already shut off. “But with somebody 
around to yank it off before you stopped 
breathing entirely... .” 


you'd 
would be it. 


pass 
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Sure,” said Chris. “You couldn’t lose.” 
He got a funny half-grin on his face. 

You game?” 

‘To try on the bonnet?” asked Terry. 

Why not?” 

‘I suppose the thing to do,” said Fred, 
picking up the plastic bag again, “is stick 
your head in, then take the end that’s got 
the little hole in it, and the other end 
that’s open, and tie them around your 
neck.” 

“In a knot?” squealed Dorothy. “What 
if someone couldn’t get the knot out fast 
enough?” 

I felt a cold fist of fear curl up in my 
throat just listening to them talk about it. 
| edged back by a rock, not wanting to 
have any part of this. Just hoping they 
wouldn’t notice me for a little while. 

“Oh. they could get the knot out all 
right,” said Fred comfortingly. “Of course 
they could.” 

But plastic,” she worried, “it sticks. 
You know? It was even hard to get the 
lunch untied.” 

‘We'll loop it. Loose.” Fred looked down 
it her. “You scared?” 

Dorothy got on what I call her defiant 

ok. “Who? Me? Don’t be silly.” 

‘You want to try first?” he asked. 

Well now, look.” she said. “You’re the 
boy who brought it up. You’re the one 
wants to know how long it'll take to 

Pass out,” he said. “There’s a differ- 
ce. you know.” 
Well, okay. You're so crazy to find out. 
You put it on.” 

‘Ladies first, I always say.” Then Fred 
laughed. “Okay. I'll do it. I'll sacrifice 

yself. Who’s afraid of the big bad bag?” 
he sang. and everybody but me joined in 

1 the chorus: “Big bad bag, big bad bag. 

They didn’t notice I wasn’t singing. 

He took hold of the bag by its opening 

id shook it out. Then he raised it up, 

idy to bring it down over his head. He 
looked around at all of us. “Now, if I do 

the rest of you won't chicken out on 
ne, will you? You'll try it too?” 

‘Sure we will,” they all said. I didn’t. 

How about timing me,” Fred _ said. 

That's the object of this test, you know. 
Who’s got a watch with a second hand?” 

“I’ve got one,” said Terry and held up 
his wrist ready to begin. 

Once more Fred started the bag down to 
his head. He gave us a smart-alecky grin. 

You ll get me out all right if I go under. 
vont you? I haven’t got any enemies in 
he crowd, have 1?” 

Stop stalling,” said Terry, looking at 

watch. “We won't leave you holding 
+] 


he bag.” 


and everybody laughed except 

Fred drew the bag down over his head. 
He grabbed both ends of it. He made a 
face through the plastic and they all made 
faces back at him. 


) 


) 


“Loop it.” called Terry. “Ready for the 
count-down. .. .” 

He let one end fall through the other. 
He looked weird through the bag, like a 
face looking out from under water. He 
stood there, legs spraddled, his hand on 
the loop. 

“Fifteen seconds,” called Terry. Every- 
one circled Fred, all but me, watching 
through the plastic. the girls on their toes 
leaning forward. 

“Thirty seconds,” called Terry. 

Now Fred’s mouth was open, the bag 
bellowed out and sucked in with his breath- 
ing. “Forty-five seconds,” called Terry. It 
was hard to see Fred’s face now, there was 
a film of breath on the inside, like smoke. 
“Sixty seconds,” called Terry and Fred 
yanked off the bag. He gasped in a lungful 
of air. 

“What's the matter with you?” asked 
Terry. “You chicken? You were only in 
that hot box for a minute. You can do 
better than that.” 

“Sure I can,” said Fred. “This can be- 
come a fine art. You know what?” 

“What I know is you didn’t half try.” 
growled Terry. 

“Well, the thing to do is take a deep 
breath first. Get your lungs all filled up. 
You know? There I was, yakkin’ before I 
put it on, didn’t give myself half a chance. 
Here. Chris. You try it.” 

“Okay.” said Chris. 

I swallowed. 

“See, folks,” Chris called out like a ma- 
gician setting up his act as he shook the 
bag. “Nothing in it. Nothing at all.” 

“There won't be anything in it even after 
you get your head in,” said Babs. and he 
gave her a sideswipe with the bag. 

“Cut the horseplay,” said Terry. “Let's 
get on with the deal.” 

.” Chris 
sucked in the air and dove into the bag. 
Then he looped it and stood with his arms 


“Here we go. Long breath . . 


crossed. 

“Fifteen seconds.” called Terry. 

I kept swallowing, thinking what it must 
be like in that bag. “Thirty seconds,” 
Terry counted. and behind the plastic. 
Chris stuck out his tongue. “Forty-five 
seconds. . . .” 

“He’s doing better than you did,” Dor- 
othy said to Fred. 

“Well, sure he is. I was the guinea pig. 
Watch me next time.” 

“Sixty seconds.” 

“See?” said Dorothy. 

“Oh, pipe down,” snapped Fred. 

“A minute and a quarter,” called Terry. 

Chris pulled the loop and jerked the 
bag off his head. 

“Tt’s damn hot in there?” 

I breathed a sigh of relief. It was as 
if / were getting all that nice cool air back 
in my lungs! 

Dorothy stepped up. “Here’s where we 
separate the women from the kids.” she 


bragged. “I bet 1 can beat the both of 
you.” She shook out the bag. 

“Look,” instructed Chris, “first you take 
that deep breath, then be careful about 
letting it out. Be miserly about it, just 
let out your breath in little dabs. . . .” 

The bag was on Dorothy’s head. 

“Fifteen seconds,” called Terry. I closed 
my eyes. I didn’t want to see it. “Thirty 
seconds.” Then “Forty-five . . .” I began 
to squirm. I wished I'd left that plastic 
bag on Mother’s dress. “Sixty seconds.” 
It was quiet. Everyone was hushed. “A 
minute and a quarter.” Finally “A min- 
ute and a half,” when she scrambled out 
of the bag. Terry held her arm high. “The 
winner,” he called. 

“So far,” corrected Babs. “But you 
haven’t seen anything yet. Not until you 
see me... .” 

I cowered there by the rock. They were 
taking turns. Actually taking turns, and 
soon it would be mine. Just thinking about 
it made my breath catch in my throat with 
fear. I could feel the plastic against my 
nose, my mouth, smothering me. . . 

“I'm going to sit down and do it.” de- 
cided Babs. “I’m going to be in there so 
long. I don’t want to have a long ways to 
fall. Now...” she dropped to the ground. 
sucked in her breath, slipped the bag over. 
looped it . . . clasped her hands in front 
of her as if she were laid out in her coffin. 
As Terry spoke out the fifteen—thirty— 
forty-five—sixty second routine, I watched 
those hands fold inside each other, the 
fingers grapple and fight. then hug each 
other—tighter and tighter. I clung to the 
rock, clasping it tighter and tighter. “One 
minute and three-quarters,” and her hands 
pulled apart, jerked up, yanked at the loop 
and she came out sobbing. her face red. 





her eyes staring. 

“Here, somebody, use my watch,” Terry 
yelled. “I’m not going to let the girls beat 
the boys. Not by a long shot.” Chris took 
the watch and Terry settled himself on 
the ground—going through all that the 
others had gone through, the deep breath. 
quick clap of the bag. the loop. the rigid 
body. 

They might have forgotten about me. 
They were so intent on the game, they 
might have forgotten until too late, until 
maybe the bag would tear, and that’s what 
I was hoping for—that someone would tear 
it to shreds so that when they remembered 
I hadn’t had my turn, it would be too late. 

But there sat Terry, that terrible bag 
hugging his head and face, with Chris 
standing over him, raising and lowering 
his arm as he called out: “Forty-five sec- 
onds ... sixty seconds...” as if he 
were counting out a losing fighter. That 
was Terry in there with the plastic all 
fogged. sticking to him now like a second 
skin. 

“A minute and three-quarters. . . . 

I pushed myself away from the rock and 
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stumbled close. | wanted to jerk the plas- 
tic bag off. rip it to pieces. 

“Two minutes!” yelled Chris, and Terry 
fought his way out, his eyes popping, his 
face mottled. I just stood there staring 
at him thankfully, every bit of my strength 
was gone, I was oozing with relief that he 
was finished. I felt like I’d been in there 
when Terry was in the bag. 

“Linda.” cried Dorothy. remembering 
and dancing around. “Linda hasn’t done 


” 


it. 

I cowered. 

Terry looked up at me. 
ringed me. 

“Why. she hasn't, said Babs 
wonderingly. “Linda, you us all. 
You know all the best ways now—the sit- 
ting down, the deep breath, the letting it 
out slow ... and another thing. Relax. For 
heaven’s sake try to relax. I think that’s 
one of the most important things. . . .” 

Almost without knowing it. I was pressed 
down on the ground with the plastic bag 
in my hands. Terry was strapping on his 
watch. No one knew I was frightened. I 
started to open my mouth and scream out 
my terror. Implore them to let me off, 
babble about the mine and how scared 
I was that time, how the plastic bag would 
affect me the same way—without air, all 
closed-in. But they were looking at me 
expectantly, everyone except Terry who 
was strapping on his watch, not having the 
slightest idea what was going on in my 
mind, having no thought that I would ever 


The rest of them 


has she?” 
can top 


chicken out. 

And I couldn’t do that. 

“What do you bet Linda sets a record?” 
yelled Dorothy. “I bet she’s got plenty of 
wind. Store up your wind, Linda. We’re 
putting our hopes on you... .” 

Automatically, 
I couldn’t do it, I thought. in sudden abject 
terror. I couldn’t—I couldn’t—I couldn't! 
Then automatically, I dragged the bag 
It was like the mine—just 


I drew in my breath. No. 


over my head. 
like the mine . 
I wanted to claw my way out to space and 
air even before I had it fitted. 
the plastic. I saw the ringed faces, watch- 


no air... no air 


Through 


ing me. These were my friends. my very 
good friends. my crowd .. . they liked 


me, they thought I was special. they figured 
I could do this—could stay in this plastic 
prison for over two minutes. .. . 

I grabbed the two ends of the bag. then 
[ looped them with stiff fingers. I pulled 
them tight—tight. If they tight 
enough, I told myself in anguish, I couldn’t 
pull off the bag too fast and reveal how 
very frightened I was. 

I saw Terry say something. He 
counting off the time now. I let my breath 
whistle out with a whoosh, not gently, not 
carefully as the rest had done. I let out 
my breath and it was gone! Dorothy 
jumped up and down. circling her fore- 
finger and thumb to show me I'd do fine! 
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Everyone knows Jan has that 
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one beauty secret we share! 





1. —There you go again! Why would anyone 
born with skin as lovely as yours go through 
this greasy cream ordeal? 

— Marge, how wrong can you be! It’s not 
greasy, it’s not an ordeal, and my skin is not 
naturally light! 

—Oh, sure. And I suppose your beautiful 
complexion comes right out of that little jar? 








3. —Does it really work? 
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—And how! Smooths out and softens rough, 
coarse areas...clears up blemishes and 
blackheads, too! Leaves skin lighter and 
dreamy creamy. 


—And it’s not greasy? 


“special 
For one thing, her com- 
so light and 
fabulous! But now—that’s 


2. 
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_— Well, that’ S about it... because the secret 
is in the jar! 


—Jan if you're for real... tell me more! 


—Sure. This fabulous Bleach and Glow cream 
actually penetrates my skin to make it look 
shades lighter, clearer and smoother. It’s the 
special G-Plus action that does the trick— 
under the skin. 





4. 


— Nope. See—absolutely greaseless! 1 can use 
it asa night cream, or as a make-up base 
when I’m going out. 

—Well your gorgeous skin is enough to 
sell me! Maybe Bleach and Glow can do 
as much for my complexion! 
—I know it will. It's so easy to have lovelier 
skin—with Bleach and Glow! 
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Bleach and Glow, Dept. 8G-20-) 

P. O. Box 2026, Memphis 2, Tenn. 

Please rush Bleach and Glow on money-back guarantee. | understand that 
if | am not completely satisfied | may return the unused portion for a full 
refund of my purchase price. 


§ enclose $1.00, which includes tax and handling charge. 
Send C.0.D. I will pay postage and C.O.D. fees. 
IMPORTANT: You save money be sending full amount with order. 








radiant your skin can be—with- Name___ 
out risking a penny. Rush no- Address 
risk coupon today! City 
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53 











LUCKY LUGY? 





No! No rabbit's foot for her. 
She knows many cancers can 
be cured if found in time—so 
she gets a health checkup 
every year. She also knows 
contributions can help conquer 
cancer—so she gives generous- 
ly to the American Cancer Soci- a 
ety. Send your gift to ‘‘Cancer,”” 
in care of your local post office. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 





NEW AMAZING “BALL POINT GUN” 
Se 595 


postnaid 
ar d differer it. Looks like a ballpoint pen 
writes like a ballpoint pen. But... cleverly 
t into other end is a gun using a high- 
liber non-pyojectile cartridge. Send 
money order or check to: 


woLtYwooD IMPORT CO. 
9 W. Peter B209 Chicago 45, IIL 








AN ANSWER TO ONE OF... 


Marriage’s Most 


Intimate Problems. . . 


Leading doctors, marriage coun- Now 
ellors and medical journals @Vailable 
have long recognized one Without 
of the major ‘‘hidden r 

“uses” of countless wrecked +a 
or blighted marriages and urge that a 
solution to this problem be sought. 
LINGER ointment has been formulated to 
provide a safe and effective method to 
elp husbands achieve a ‘‘delaying ac- 
on’’ in marriages most intimate rela- 
nship — resulting in mutual marriage 
faction. —— Ask your druggist for 
ER; if he can not supply you, 
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The plastic began to crawl in on me, 
pasting itself against my cheeks, sucking 
inward to my teeth. I had no air—no air. 
The plastic felt like iron, hot heavy stifling, 
bruising my skin. They were talking to 


me out there. Now it was Babs who 
danced. 
Terry kept his eyes on his watch. His 


lips moved. 

Panic grabbed me and shook me with 
shudders. I’d never get free of this hot, 
crawling, heavy, sticky plastic. I wanted 
to reach up and tear it from me. But my 
hands wouldn’t move. I couldn’t make any 
part of me move! I tried! My last breath 
seemed to be caught halfway to my lungs 





THAT CERTAIN LOOK 
How do I know that you love me? 
Now. that you do not say 


The tender things that once you 


Told me every day. 


How do I know you love me? 
The little things you do 
and 


Are all so indifferent. 


Seldom really you. 


Yet it’s not what you say or do— 





It’s what I’ve learned to see: 
Your heart is showing in your eyes 


Each time you look at me. 


—Elsie Charl Schaffner 





where it lay there like a dead rock— 
painful, jagged. 

My eyeballs felt dry and seemed to pop 
from their sockets. I tried to pull in a 
breath. No air. No breath. I tried to bring 
my teeth together to bite a hole in the 
plastic. My lips wouldn’t move. My mouth 
felt like it was spread in a death’s head 
grin. I couldn’t move. Air... air... 
air. 

They turned misty out there, and fogged 
up. Then black. The curtain lifted a mo- 
ment. Lifted. Fluttered. Dropped again. 
I felt hands at my throat. Far-away hands. 
Far-away throat. As if my throat were 
wood and the hands were putty. No feel- 
ing—no air—no sensation . . . blackness. 

At last . . . I opened my eyes. I knew 
they were rolling back too far. I tried to 
focus ,.. no air. ... Dear God, no air. .. 
Then I felt a thread of the thin stuff trickle 
down my throat and push against that rock 


in there. It pushed and pushed. then hit 
my lungs—hurting! 

I felt as if my lungs were screaming jn 
anguish. . . . Finally it was better. I was 
breathing again. Thank God for breathing. 
Now I was conscious. [ felt something 
against my lips. Something light—some. 
thing trembling. I pulled my eyes back 
from where they seemed to be rolling so 
far. I took a real, deep, easy breath at 
last. And now I was aware. It was Terry’; 
lips on mine. Why would Terry kiss me 
at a time like this? 

“She’s breathing.” Terry pulled back 
from me. “She’s breathing. Thank God.” 

He was chafing my hands then, stam. 
mering, protesting. murmuring... “] 
thought you were gone. dear Linda. | 
thought that I'd lost you. . . . How crazy 

. how crazy for us to do a thing like 
that. Let you in for it. Believe me, | 
didn’t know how bad you were until you 
toppled over... .” 

Shakily, I sat up and dragged my hand 
across my forehead. 

“The knot,” babbled Terry, “my God. 
you had the knot so tight I thought I'd 
never get you free.” 

I looked up at the circle of white, scared 
faces. The kids knelt around me. “Don't 
scare us like that,” one of them said witha 
quavery laugh. 

“For Pete’s sake, no!” someone else put 
in. “You’re one of us, don’t go fainting 
like that so we think we’re going to lose 
VOU. <a <° 

I looked at them and knew that they 
liked me. It didn’t make any difference 
if I'd only been here a short while. It 
wouldn’t have made any difference if I'd 
chickened out, either. I looked then at 
Terry. “I was breathing in your mouth.” 
he said softly. “You’d stopped breathing. 
so I was doing it for you.” 

“IT thought you were kissing me,” | 
whispered. and he really was. He had 
been giving me a life-saving kiss. He 
leaned over then, and gave me a real kis: 
while everybody clapped. 

He helped me up. 
happy—the world looked bright and won- 
derful. Suddenly I laughed. “How long 
was I in the bag?” I asked. 


“Too long,” groaned Terry. 
“Almost four minutes,” 


“youre the champ.” 


How do you like that, 1 thought. I’m the 


champ! 

“As far as I’m concerned,” shuddered 
Terry. “that’s the record. There’ll be no 
more of that kind of competition in this 
crowd.” 

“It’s kid stuff, I guess,” said Babs. | 

“Could be it’s dead stuff,” quavered 
Chris. 

“Amen,” finished Fred. 

Then Terry leaned down, struck a match 
and dropped it on the plastic bag. It wenl 
up in a puff of smoke. 


THE END 
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I felt dazed and | 


said Dorothy. | 
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I Lived A Nightmare 


(Continued from Page 29) 


am, you'll feel sorry you went off and left 
me. Mama—with a father I don’t like!” 
I said aloud. and such a wave of self-pity 
swept over me I cried all the time I brushed 


my teeth and got into my nightgown. Then, 
when I went over to close my door, I saw 


the lock was gone. I picked at the un- 
painted wood where it had been. and cried 
all the harder without knowing why I cried. 
I tried but T couldn’t remember the lock 
had ever been loose. or that Mama had 
mentioned taking it off. I stood there and 
listened to the tree branches scratch 
against my window glass. and when I im- 
agined it sounded like the huge claws of 
those devils Clyde said got in closed win- 
dows to grab little kids who were mean to 
their parents. I ran over and crawled under 
the covers. 

I fell asleep. I guess, because it seemed 
I heard my door open and the 
light switch flip on. Without looking, I 
knew it was Clyde. I scarcely breathed. 
hoping he would see I was asleep and 
leave. But he didn’t. He got down on the 
hed beside me. Next thing I knew he had 
the covers off me. and he kissed me, differ- 
ent than he or Mama had kissed me before. 
The stale beer smell on him made me feel 
like I was going to vomit. 

“Leave me alone! I hate you! Leave me 
alone!” I screamed and pushed at him, 
but he didn’t budge. 

“Remember you’re Daddy’s little 
heart—Mommy said you should do what I 
told you to. remember ?” he talked fast and 
hard and I knew his face would be ugly 
and his eyes big and almost popping out of 
his head like they got other nights the 
saliva drooled out of the corners of his 
mouth. All I could do was scream and 
squirm. 

I didn’t realize the doorbell had been 
ringing. until Clyde muttered a few cuss 
words then got up off the bed. He stood 
there for a minute. as if waiting for who- 
ever was at the door, to go away. And I 
just laid there and shivered with fear that 
they would. I actually shivered with thank- 
fulness when the downstairs door opened 
and Mr. Ernst called up from the front 
hall, “Hey Clyde. how’s your TV workin’? 
Our’s is busted. There’s a good fight on— 
I brought us over a six-pack—” 

“Be right down. Henry—!” Clyde an- 
swered him. He straightened out his 
clothes and took a couple deep breaths to 
calm himself then he looked down at me. 
“You be a sweet little girl. Margy.’ ” he 
said, and I closed my eyes to him. “Tomor- 
row we'll go shopping. I'll buy you all the 
pretty things you want. Just remember. 
what we do when we're alone is our secret 
—look at me!” he said, and I was too 
scared not to. 


ages later 


sweet- 


Then he 


odd low way. 


leaned down and said in that 
“Hear me?” 
so close to mine I felt his hot breath and I 
thought: /t’s just like the fire he says comes 
out of the dragon’s and devil’s mouths— 

“Hey Clyde—you upstairs?” Mr. Ernst 
called. and Pop said something about be- 
ing right there. then he left. I crawled as 
far down into the covers as I could. and I 
huddled there and sweated and shivered 
and cried. waiting for that moment the TV 
would go off and Clyde would come back 
upstairs. But I finally cried myself to sleep. 

When I woke up it was daylight and so 
quiet in the house, I tiptoed downstairs and 
Clyde was asleep on the couch. the TV was 
still turned on but just a noise came 
from it and no picture. There were a lot 
of empty beer cans on the coffee table. and 
I knew it was because Clyde got drunk that 
he hadn’t come back upstairs. 

He took me shopping later that day. He 
bought me dresses and toys I didn’t even 
look at. I saw the saleslady in Korby’s 
whisper to the other clerk something about 
“spoiled brat!” and they looked at me in 
a way I knew they thought something was 
wrong with me when I said I didn’t want to 
try anything on. that I didn’t care what 
color dress he bought. And I didn’t care. 
I didn’t care about a thing in the world. 
Because all that went on in my mind was 
the thought: / hate my father and I hate 
my mother. Why did I hate Mama? Be- 
cause I thought she shouldn’t have given 
me such a terrible father, 


and his face was 


WE NO MORE got in the house when 
Mama called from the bus station for 
Clyde to come get her. She had come home 
a day early. I stayed in my room, trying 
to figure out a way to fix my door so it 
couldn’t be opened from the outside. 

When they came back. Mama called me 
to come down to the kitchen and she said 
a lot of things about missing her little girl 
and hoping I had been good to Daddy. and 
I just looked at her and hated her. 

The boxes of things he had bought were 
still on the couch. She took out the new 
jumper dress. “Looks like you two really 
had a ball!” she said, and on her way back 
to the kitchen she called over her shoulder. 
“From the looks of those boxes. Margy, I 
don’t have to ask if you did your chores 
and minded your father then she said 
something about having to rush to get 
ready for her ride to work—that’s why she 
hadn’t stayed so long in Columbus—she 
was afraid she would get fired— 

I went in and sat on the couch and 
looked at the funnies but I didn’t see them. 
Instead I listened to my folks in the 
kitchen. fussing. Mama awful 
tired. 


sounded 
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Fashion-new styles to fit 
you who are Tall. Shop from 
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STAY UP WITHOUT SUPPORTERS 
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It isn’t I begrudge what you buy the 
child. Clyde, it’s just that we can’t afford it. 
When you get a different route, make more 
money so I can stay home days—” she said, 
then she stopped because he exploded the 
same way he had once before when she had 
said something about him changing his 
route to a better one. 

“T don’t intend to work myself to death 
on no lousy route that keeps me hoppin’ 
twelve hours a day! One I got’s good 
enough for me and what I spend is my 
business, too! Just be lucky you got a free 
baby-sitter so you can keep your good 
job!” he said. “If you don’t like it—just 
say so and I’]]—” but that’s as far as he got 
when she changed the subject, and called 
me out to eat a sandwich. When I got in 
the kitchen she came around the table and 


put her hand on my forehead. 
“What’s wrong with you, honey? You 
act so quiet,” she said. “Sure hope you 


aren't coming down with anything.” I felt 
Clyde’s eyes on me so hard I picked up my 
plate and started to ask if I could eat up in 
my room while I read my geography, but 
all I got out was the first word when he 
stopped me. 

Listen to this,” he had the newspaper 
in one hand and a can of beer in the other. 
“Did you read this about the little girl they 
found in the Canyon last night, Alma!” he 
said and he moved over to the chair beside 
me and sat down so his eyes looked right 
into mine while he went on without even 
glancing at the paper. “... she’d been dead 
about a week it says. Buzzards and wild 
dogs ate all the flesh off her bones. Her 

vebzlls and tongue were gone too.” 

My stomach went up in knots. 

‘For Pete’s sake, Clyde!”” Mama sort of 
laughed, “you'll seare Margy to death with 
such tall tales. You know it doesn’t say 
that!’ 

jut he went right on. “Guess she was a 
naughty little girl and didn’t do what her 
mother and father told her to. That’s what 
should happen to bad little disobedient 
girls—” Just then Mama’s ride tooted out 
front and I grabbed up my plate and ran 
up to my room as fast as my shaking legs 
would let me. 

Maybe I was pretty stupid not to have 
told Mama or Mrs. Ernst about how Clyde 
Bemis acted, but J didn’t know he wasn’t 
my father! So I did what any nine-year-old 
kid does who is taught not to doubt the 
things their folks do, not to ask if it’s right 
or wrong, especially when you’re being told 
every day what a wonderful Daddy you had 
and how lucky you were to have him. | 
kept my mouth shut. 

I scarcely saw my mother these days. 
She was either at work or in Columbus 
helping Aunt Maud on weekends, and 
about all she said to me when I did see her 
was, “Do what your daddy says—mind 
your daddy—be lucky you have such a 
wonderful daddy!” And I got so I just 
worried all the time, waiting for the night 
he would come to my room again Every 
time I saw him drink a can of beer I'd 
tonight—it’ll be tonight. 


think—now 
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UT IT WAS almost a month before he 

bothered me again. I had been shoving 
my chair up under the door knob and I 
felt almost safe. Anyway. whether he knew 
about the chair or not, he hadn’t tried to 
get into my room. But the Friday, pay 
night, I saw him drink one can-of beer after 
the other with his supper, then saw him 
pour whiskey in the beer, I got so scared 
and trembling I broke two dishes, tidying 
up the table. I got to thinking if only he’d 
drink so much he would pass out on the 
couch like he did the night Mr. Ernst came 
over to watch TV. When I finished at the 
sink he came over and put his arm around 
my shoulder. “What program you want on 
TV honey? Lots of good ones tonight.” 

“I—I got homework to do,” I finally got 
the words out and I slid from under his 
arms, mumbling something about hanging 
up the wet dishtowels. I stayed by the 
pantry until he went into the living room, 
then I slipped upstairs. 

I just took time to brush my teeth then I 
got in bed with my clothes on. I laid there 
shaking, listening to the noise of the TV 
through the floor. I thought as long as I 
could hear that, I was safe. 

Suddenly there was one loud bang at my 
door. I jumped up—it was dark but I 
knew my chair had gone flying when Pop 
pushed the door open. I could still hear 
the TV downstairs. 

“You asleep, honey?” he muttered in 
that funny thick way he talked when he 
drank beer with whiskey. I scooted back 
into the covers quick, so he’d think I was 
asleep and leave. But he didn’t. He 
slumped across the floor, swearing when he 
bumped the chair, then he went back and 
I heard the light switch go on. 

“How’s my little sweetheart?” he said, 
plopping down on the edge of the bed and 
pulling the covers back off me. I kept my 
eyes squeezed tight shut and I had such 
awful knots in my stomach and my head 
pounded and hurt so bad and I was so 
scared I could hardly breathe. Then he 
reached down and kissed me—on_ the 
mouth—and when I felt that warm saliva 
drool on my face I reached out and pushed 
at him. 

“Get out of here! Leave me alone—I 
hate you—TI hate you!” I cried, then I 
opened my eyes. He was stark naked. I 
just screamed and screamed. I couldn’t 
stop. 

“Margy honey—Daddy’s not going to 
hurt you—” he kept saying—and other 
things. 

But everything he said made me that 
much more hysterical. When he tried to 
hold my arms, I wriggled and kicked out 
and squirmed and I guess I was partly out 
of my mind those minutes, because all I 
remember was being possessed with some 
demon-like strength that kept my arms and 
legs flying around and made awful screams 
I couldn’t stop come out of my mouth. Be- 
cause I knew what he was going to do 
to me. 

The day Thelma and Betty Lou had the 


little book out in Thelma’s garage that they 
had found in Betty Lou’s big sister’s room, 
we'd all sat in there and read it and 
Thelma explained the things it said about 
sex and love and marriage. Thelma was a 
year older than me and Betty Lou, and she 
knew what married folks did, things that 
started with kissing like Pop did me. 

“Daddy loves you, Margy, you got to re- 
member that,” he mumbled, but I kept 
fighting and screaming. Suddenly he 
stopped kissing and fooling around. I 
guess my carrying on sobered him up 
enough he remembered the neighbors. He 
got up quick and went over to my window 
and closed it, and when he came back to 
the bed he only stayed a few minutes, and 
said things about not wanting to hurt me— 
he just wanted to make me understand how 
much he loved me, if I'd only quiet down 
and give him a chance. But 1 didn’t quiet 
down. I kept up my racket, in the hope 
Mrs. Ernst had heard me already, and 
would come to see what was wrong. 

“For cripe’s sake shut up, will you?” his 
soft begging tone changed to a mad, dis- 
gusted whisper. “Nobody’s hurting you!” 
he reached down and shook me so hard my 
teeth clattered together. “Want the whole 
neighborhood waking up? Shut up! If 
anybody comes to the door, you'll be sorry. 
Remember what I told you: if you ever say 
anything bad about me, you'll be sorry! 
Hear?” He gave the covers a yank up over 
me like he was very mad, then he left, turn- 
ing out the light before he banged the door 
shut. 

I waited until I heard him go back down- 
stairs, then I got out of bed and pushed the 
chair under the doorknob again, but this 
time I wedged it in extra tight. 

I was still awake when Mama’s ride left 
her off out front. I was too upset and nerv- 
ous and sick inside with all sorts of crazy, 
mixed-up feelings to go to sleep. I wanted 
to run downstairs and tell Mama, yet I 
didn’t want to, because I honestly thought 
she wouldn’t think there was anything 
wrong in the way Clyde acted She always 
seemed like she thought he was some kind 
of king or something. 

When I finally fell asleep, I had terrible 
dreams. I kept waking up, and first I'd 
feel all hot and clammy then I’d think I 
was going to freeze to death. 


DON’T REMEMBER much of what 

went on in school that next day. I was 
so tired I nearly feel asleep twice at my 
desk. 

And it was the same way those next cou- 
ple of weeks. I would lay awake most of 
the night, then be tired and groggy all day. 
Sometimes I would almost choke, trying to 
get my food down. When Mama was home 
she would stop working once in a while to 
put her hand on my head to see if it was 
hot. She’d ask me if I felt all right. then 
hardly wait to hear what I said. Looking 
back on it all now, I don’t blame her too 
much for making me feel she didn’t really 
care about me. She worked terribly hard, 
what with bringing Aunt Maud’s ironing 
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and mending back with her to do up. 

It got so my teacher, Mrs. Ezra, had to 
call me twice every time before I’d hear 
her, then all the kids would giggle and I’d 
be so embarrassed I couldn’t have answered 
the question if I had known the answer. 
And most of the time I didn’t know the 
answer. I couldn’t concentrate long enough 
to study anything. I would go up to my 
room to do my homework nights, soon as 
Mama left. I’d prop the chair under the 
knob, then crawl in bed, to wait, and wait, 
and worry. I believe those weeks were as 
close to living in hell as I'll ever get. There 
just aren’t words to describe the crazy 
things that went through my head, every 
time I looked at Clyde. 

Mama really did get worried about me 
the day the principal sent a note home say- 
ing if 1 didn’t start to do better I would 
be put back a grade. Of course Mama 
couldn’t take a day off work to go to school 
to talk to my teacher, but she gave me a 
good talking to. She promised me nice 
things if I studied harder and got good 
grades. Then she said if I made her worry 
about me. and she had to stay home from 
work to see I did my lessons, we would 
never have that nice house in the country 
with the big yard. But everything she said 
went in one ear and out the other. I was 
beyond being coaxed or wheedled into any- 
thing but being scared to be alive. 

I knew I was losing weight because my 
dresses hung on me. It was Mrs. Ernst 
who noticed it first. I heard her talking to 
Mama out in the yard while they were 
both hanging up clothes before Mama left 
for work: 

“Guess Margy’s going through that 
young lady age, huh Alma? Must be get- 
tin’ taller. She sure looks mighty lean and 
lanky these days. She ain’t ailin’ with 
anything, is she?” 

Mama just sort of laughed. “No. Guess 
you said the truth, she’s just growing up— 
that quiet moody age—” 

And that’s exactly what Clyde said that 
very night, while we were at the table. 
“How’s about tasting a little hops, honey?” 
he said, holding his beer can out to me. 
“You’re old enough to drink a little beer 
now and then. Make you sleep good, now 
you’re growing up so fast, you gotta keep 
some meat on your bones—” I shook my 
head without looking at him. 

“Go on, honey, try some. 
you—” 


Be good for 


And to keep him from getting mad I 
took the can and pretended to sip from it. 
He leaned back in his chair and got a 
fresh can from the sink board, and poured 
whiskey in it before he drank it. “You 
know honey,” he said, “you and me’s going 
to be real good pals. I been waiting a long 
time for you to grow up. Once you let your 
Daddy show you just how nice he can be, 
you'll be mighty glad I’m around.” While 
he talked he drank from the can, then he 
came around the table and leaned down 
to kiss my cheek and he had to hold onto 
my shoulders tight to keep his balance. 


I bit my lips to keep from crying out, 
from screaming at him to let me alone. 
From the way he talked and looked I knew 
he must have had some beers when he 
cashed his check and bought the bottle of 
whiskey. While he hung on to me and 
mumbled things, I suddenly made up my 
mind to run next door and stay ull night 
with Mrs. Ernst. The minute he sat down 
I’d get up and run. But instead of going 
back to his chair, he practically lifted me 
out of mine. 

“Now you run on inside, little sweet- 
heart,” he said. “Forget about tidying up 
tonight. I'll do it later. We'll sit and watch 
TV together and be real good pals.” He 
reached across the table and poured 
straight whiskey in his water glass and 
drank it down at one gulp, then half 
pushed, half lead me into the living room 
and to the couch. He turned up the cowboy 
movie so loud it made my ears ring, and I 
knew I could scream at the top of my 
lungs, and no one would hear me. 

He stood there in the center of the room 
for a moment, between me and the TV, sort 
of tottering on his feet. He almost fell 
before he got to the couch and dropped 
down beside me. I pushed at his hands and 
cried, “Please—please leave me alone— 
don’t hurt me—please!” I begged—but he 
didn’t pay any attention to what I said. He 
caught both my hands in his one big one. 
He didn’t act mad like the other times I 
fought him, and from the funny look on his 
face and the odd way he mumbled things, I 
knew he was drunk. He was so big and 
strong he almost smothered me while he 
rubbed his wet mouth all over my face. 
Knowing what came after the kissing part, 
I got sick to my stomach, like those other 
times, and sweat came out of my skin. 

I cried and begged. but he kept crowding 
me. But he moved slower, and his mum- 
blings got thicker and so low I couldn’t 
understand anything he said. And _ his 
hands all of a sudden stopped moving. 
When I thought I couldn’t stand the weight 
of him another second, he slid away from 
me. 

I waited what seemed forever, for him 
to do something, say something, and when 
he didn’t I eased up on my elbow and 
looked at him. His eyes were sort of half 
open and half closed, and he began mum- 
bling again, just noises, like words and 
grunts and snoring all mixed up together. 
I could have laughed and cried at the 
same time because I realized I was saved 
by him passing out, drunk. If I had wanted 
to, I could have given just a little shove 
and he would have rolled onto the floor and 
oh how I wanted to! But I didn’t dare be- 
cause it might wake him up. I still don’t 
know how I managed to crawl out from 
beside him. 

The minute my feet touched the floor I 
ran upstairs like the devil was after me. I 
shoved the chair up as tight as it would go 
against the door. Remembering how wor- 
ried Clyde was the other night about the 
window, I opened it all the way now be- 
cause | intended to scream and never stop, 
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if he came near my door again. Then I got 
into bed with everything on but my shoes. 


TH \T NEXT DAY I was more fidgety 
and nepvous in school than ever. By dis- 
missal time, I decided I’d run away. I hur- 


ried out of the school yard before Thelma 
could find me to walk home together like 
we alwavs did. 


[ walked and walked, not knowing where 
to go, just pushing by people, crying to 
myself, wishing I was dead, so I wouldn’t 
ever have to see Clyde again. Then it start- 
ed to get dark, and I got to thinking of all 
those devils and evil spirits Clyde said 
floated around at night looking for little 
cirls who didn’t mind their Daddies. I 
hadn’t eaten much for a couple of days and 
[ was so hungry. 

Then I remembered—it was Mama’s 
night off and I would be safe. I could go 
home and pack some things and run away 
tomorrow. Maybe Mrs. Ernst would loan 
me a dollar without having to tell her what 
[ wanted it for, so I could take a bus far 
iway. So I headed back for Elm street, on 
the double. It was pitch dark when I got 

»> my house. 

Did you check with Mrs. Ernst? And 
[helma’s—?” Mama was saying when I 
walked up on the back porch, then she saw 
me and she opened the door fast and 
looked like she was going to put her arms 
1round me, but she scolded me instead, 
ibout how I shouldn’t scare them like that, 
make them worry I’d been hurt’ or some- 
thing: I should have more respect for their 
feelings. Then Clyde came over. 

‘Oh knock it off, Alma. Stop treating 
her like a baby. Cripes, it isn’t late. She’s 
big enough to take care of herself, aren’t 
you sweetheart?” Then he put his arm 
iround me and tried to hug me against 
him 

Let me alone! I hate you!” I kicked 
ut at him and screamed, forgetting all his 
warnings. “Hear me? I hate you! You're 
mean and nasty—” 

Margy!” My mother’s horrified voice 
stopped me from saying all the other things 
on the tip of my tongue. “Go up to your 
room You should be spanked! When 
you're ready to apologize to your father 
you can come down and do so!” 

[ ran out of there before she finished. 
Just as I reached the stairs the phone rang. 
Clyde answered it then called Mama—it 
was Columbus again. 

| was half-way upstairs when I decided, 
Vow—now I'll tell her—she can spank me 
if she wants to, I don’t care. So I sat down 
on the top step to wait until she was done 
on the phone and came up to scold me 
for saying what I did to Clyde. 

When she finished on the phone, she 
went back to the kitchen, and in a minute 
she and Pop were talking about Aunt Maud 
ind my cousin Elsie. 

It's downright nuts for him to pay a 
total stranger forty bucks a month to keep 
the kid when we can do it and need the 
money!” he said, loud and angry. 


‘ 
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“Remember Clyde, Elsie’s not an—an 
ordinary child. Her teacher understands 
her condition. Maybe this summer, if 
things don’t work out for Maud—” Mama 
talked while she hurried around the kitch- 
en, preparing supper, and I just sat and 
waited. 

Elsie was my cousin, Aunt Maud’s oldest 
girl. She was “retarded” Mama called it 
that day she told Mrs. Ernst about Elsie 
falling out of a swing when she was two. 
Now she was eleven years old and still only 
in the third grade. 

“... It’s your sister’s only kid. I should 
think you’d insist,’ Pop went on. “Once 
those leeches get hold of that forty bucks 
a month they won’t let her go.” 

Mama said something, then went in and 
used the phone. I thought I heard her talk- 
ing to Mrs. Ernst. When she hung up, she 
came to the stairs and looked so surprised 
to find me sitting there, I knew she had 
forgotten all about sending me to my room, 
and why. 

“Your Aunt Maud’s pretty sick, Margy. I 
prepared your supper on the table. You eat 
then go right over to Mrs. Ernst. She'll 
keep you until Daddy gets back. He’s driv- 
ing me up to Columbus right away,” she 
said, coming up the stairs while she talked. 
“Soon’s I pack a bag we're leaving. He’s 
taking tomorrow off. I can’t wait for the 
next bus, it might be too late.” Then she 
sort of choked on her words and sniffled 
and I felt sorry for her because I knew she 
loved her only sister a lot. I helped put 
her nightgown and bathrobe in the suitcase 
and before I knew it I was on the back 
porch being kissed goodbye. Clyde looked 
at me only once, and that was to glare a 
warning that meant I’d better keep my 
mouth shut—or he’d see it was shut—for 
good! 


T WAS FUN staying at Mrs. Ernst’s 

house—she laughed all the time and I 
even pretended she was my mother when 
she fussed over me to see I had enough to 
eat, that my bed on the couch was com- 
fortable, and did things Mama hadn’t done 
in a long time. I wouldn’t have minded 
living there forever—because it meant be- 
ing free of Clyde. But Sunday morning 
Mama called from Columbus to say Clyde 
was on his way home. “He’s bringing your 
cousin Elsie home to live with us for a 
while,” she said, and her voice all choked 
up. “Your Aunt Maud probably won’t 
get better—I’ve got to stay until—” 

“Can’t I stay here and you bring Daddy 
and Elsie with you?” I broke in, but it 
had already been arranged by telephone 
for Elsie to go into our school and Pop 
had to get back to work. 

“.. And Margy, try not to let Elsie 
know. She might get upset. Now you be 
a good girl and mind Daddy, do what he 
says.” Do what Daddy says. 

“Can—can Elsie sleep with me?” I final- 
ly got the words out. 

“Yes, and you’re big enough now to see 
she brushes her teeth and takes a bath. 
Daddy shouldn’t have to bother about you 


two girls at all. I’m putting Elsie in your 
hands.” She said other things about being 
sure to thank Mrs. Ernst, to wear my 
sweater mornings. But all I could think 
was that she had actually said I was old 
enough, responsible enough, to take care 
of my cousin who was two years older than 
me! And in that minute, I believe I for- 
gave my mother for all the wrongs I had 
imagined she had done to me. 

Mama must have told Clyde what she 
said to me, because he let me take complete 
charge of Elsie that whole next week, and 
we really had fun. I didn’t mind in the 
least her being “retarded.” She acted pret- 
ty slow about a lot of things, but she looked 
up to me like I was some sort of fairy 
princess and I loved her for that, and since 
she was small for her age, I let her wear 
my favorite blouses and sweaters. The only 
thing that spoiled our fun was when I'd see 
Clyde hug her and run his hands over her 
arms and tell her that she was such a pretty 
little girl and how much he loved little girls 
and how he wished he was her Daddy 
too... He ignored me that way now, and 
was saying all the things to Elsie he used 
to say to me. Then I started praying Aunt 
Maud would get well quick—or die quick 

. so Elsie could go home, or Mama would 
be back in the house with us, because I 
was beginning to worry. I had noticed that 
look in Clyde’s eyes a couple of times, when 
he had his arms around Elsie. . . 

That next Saturday night Clyde was so 
late getting home Elsie and I were just 
going up to bed when he came in. He set 
a bottle of whiskey down on the table, then 
got a can of beer to pour some whiskey in, 
and he didn’t even say goodnight to us. We 
lay reading comic books and talking about 
things Elsie had done in school all week. 
then we had just turned off the light when 
Clyde came up the stairs. He opened the 
door and flipped the switch back on. 

“Elsie, honey, Margy was sniffling to- 
day,” he came over and pulled the covers 
down while he talked and his voice was 
fuzzy and his eyes bulged in that way I 
hated and feared. “You better sleep in your 
Aunt Alma’s room.” 

“I don’t have a cold, and Mama said she 
should sleep here—every night—” I yanked 
the cover up tight over both of us. 

“Well, your mother changed her mind. I 
talked to her on the phone today. She’s 
not coming home for a long time and she 
said you’d better mind me. Now do as I 
say!” 

Elsie started to get up, but I grabbed her 
hand under the covers and held it tight. A 
hundred things screamed into my head 
those next seconds. A mixture of fear, an- 
ger, shame—but most of all, a real grown- 
up feeling. I was supposed to take good 
care of Elsie, to see nothing happened to 
her to get her upset. I guess maybe God 
put the next words in my mouth. 

“Okay, Daddy,” I said as quiet as I 
could, considering. “I’ll take her in and 
get her settled while—while you brush 
your teeth—” 

“Fine, that’s my good girl,” he said. 
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Then he reached down and rubbed his 
hand over Elsie’s face and sort of stumbled 
against the bed. 

I had been saved by his passing out, but 
[ couldn’t expect that kind of luck a second 
time. Anyway, I wasn’t going to take a 
chance. I waited until I heard him go into 
the bathroom, then I whispered to Elsie to 
be real quiet. 

I pulled her out of the bed, grabbed the 
sweaters on the chair, and got her down 
those stairs. I hung onto the rail with one 
hand and her with the other. Then, through 
the dark kitchen; when I bumped a chair 
I almost choked on my tongue to keep 
from crying out. I wanted to get to the 
back door, but I was so scared and shaking 
and so afraid Elsie would say something 
I couldn’t find the door— 

“Margy! Elsie! Where are you?” Clyde 
called from the upstairs landing, “Come in 
here this minute—hear me?” And then I 
found the knob and yanked it open. I in- 
tended to run over to Mrs. Ernst’s, but I 
was still in the yard when he stumbled out 
on the porch, mumbling to himself. 

“I’m cold! This is silly.” Elsie whim- 
pered and I rammed the wad of sweaters 
into her face. 

“Shut up!” I whispered, “we’ve got to 
hide! It’s a—a game!” It was so black 
no moon, no stars and the ground was 
rough and cold to our bare feet. But when 
the bigger black of the old garage shed 
loomed in front of us, I made a dive for 
the partly opened lopsided door. Elsie was 
crying now and hobbling on one foot. We 
fell over pieces of wood and crates and our 
nightgowns ripped, then I got back in the 
corner where I had hidden once before. 
and pulled Elsie down on the ground with 
me. 

“I’m cold and scared. This is a dumb 
game,” she kept crying, and I told her to 
shut up and put the sweater on. I hugged 
her close to me to warm her and to whisper 
in her ear not to be afraid, that I was her 
fairy godmother and would take care of 
her and I wouldn’t let anything happen to 
her. And suddenly I wasn’t afraid at all! 
All I could think was I had to keep Elsie 
from Clyde—and I would! I knew what 
he intended to do to her, but I wouldn’t let 
him. I had no idea how I’d prevent it 
except to hide. 

It was so black and quiet and I tried 
not to think of the spiders and bugs I had 
seen in there before. 

Then through the crack by the hinges I 
saw the pale circle of light. Clyde had a 
flashlight, looking for us! My heart pound- 
ed so hard I was sure he’d hear it. Maybe 
he did, because the door squeaked when he 
fell against it. “Margy honey— you in 
there? Ain’t you scared the devils will get 
you and poor little Elsie? It'll be your 
fault you know, if the devils get Elsie—” 
(He didn’t come in, just threw the light 
around, It went over us but Elsie let out 
a noise before I got my hand on her mouth. 
and then he was standing there. a big grey 
monster in the shadows, with the light in 
our faces, 
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\largy, you ought’n do things like this 
to Daddy,” he said in a sick, whiny way, 
your mother won’t like it. Now get back 
in the house like a good little girl. Elsie’ll 
itch cold.” 
[ didn’t move. I couldn’t have if I had 
vanted to, Elsie grabbed me so tight. 
We’re—not going in the house.” [I still 
lon’t know where I got the courage to get 
the words out. “I know what you want to 
lo to Elsie—you’re mean and nasty and 
lirty and I’m going to tell Mama when she 
sets back. I'll tell her everything, so she'll 
| Elsie home—!” 
He slapped me, hard, across the mouth. 
You little devil!” he said, “stay out 
here and freeze. But Elsie’s going inside. 
She knows little girls got to mind their 
Daddies, and I’m her Daddy now.” Then 
he reached over and pulled Elsie from me. 
Before he straightened up I kicked out, 
ind my foot caught him right in the front 
of his pants and he let out such an awful 
howl icicles ran across my shoulders. He 
forgot Elsie and pulled me up by my hair. 
He hit me on one side of the head then 
the other, on my arms, all over my body. 
And he kept mumbling, “I'll kill you! You 
\in’t gonna tell nothin’ on nobody!” 
Every time I fell down he’d yank me up. 
His breath was loud, hot, beer-smelling 
gasps. I tried to yell out for Elsie to run, 
but I hurt so bad in the stomach when I 
ypened my mouth I vomited—all over him 
and that made him act crazier than ever. 
He's killing me, just like he always said 
would. Now I won’t get to tell Mama I 
ied to take good care of Elsie. Poor little 
Elsie. He'll kill me, then he'll hurt Elsie! 
Then I heard a lot of voices and a dog 
apping and snarling right by me and Elsie 
creaming, “Hurry up! He’s killing her!” 
[ felt Mrs. Ernst’s dog by my leg when it 
jumped up at Clyde—then his big hard 
hand threw me against the supporting cen- 
er beam and when my head hit it I had 
iwful pain then I didn’t feel or hear 


| WOKE UP to the sound of Mrs. Ernst’s 
Poor little child,” she said. “That devil 

hta be hung up by his heels. I always 
yught there was something funny about 
him. He was too pretty lookin’ for a grown 
ma Had to talk a dollar eighty cents 
to Columbus to convince her ma- 


[ was on Mrs. Ernst’s couch in her living 
oom. Mr. Ernst was there, Thelma’s 
mother and father, a policeman and Elsie. 
Vly eyes hurt so bad I couldn’t keep them 
open, and it made me cry to move my sore 
but I had to know, “Did—did he 
?” T asked Elsie but Mrs. Ernst 


mouth 
nurt you 
inswe red. 

No, he didn’t, honey, and he ain’t ever 
going to hurt nobody again.” Mrs. Ernst 
leaned down and put something cool on 
my head, “and he ain’t your Daddy! That 
drunken bum—beatin’ up little kids. Your 
Ma shoulda’ told you he warn’t your fa- 
60 


ther—now you just lay nice and quiet ‘till 
the doc gets here. The police have took 
that maniac off to jail. I hope they string 
him up!” 

They all fussed over me while they 
talked to each other, about how Mama 
thought she was doing such a good thing 
marrying Clyde Bemis, how you couldn’t 
judge a book by its cover. My head hurt 
so, I made it a blank. so I didn’t think 
or hear anything. 

And I kept it that way for a long, long 
time. 

Mama came home and cried over me and 
kept blaming herself for everything and if 
she said it once she said a hundred times 
how stupid she had been, how blind, she 
never dreamed he would hit a child. And 
it was so simple not to talk to her, not to 
explain anything, I just kept still. 

Then one afternoon I woke up and saw 
a strange man sitting beside my bed. Some- 
body had taken my clothes off while I slept 
and covered me with just a sheet and when 
I felt his hands go over my body, examin- 
ing me, it yanked me out of my foggy world 
for a few minutes. I tried to kick him and 
I bit him and finally they called a lady 
doctor, Dr. Marian Clemens. She stuck a 
needle in my arm to put me back to sleep. 

Dr. Clemens came to the house a lot to 
talk to me. Rather she talked, and I pre- 
tended to listen. She was trying to get me 
over my habit of running and hiding if I 
saw a man, even the mailman, come up on 
the porch. When she left she always said 
the same thing to Mama: “Don’t worry 
Mrs. Bemis. Children forget things quick- 
ly. She'll soon realize every man and boy 
she sees isn’t going to hit her.” 

By fall Dr. Clemens and Mama _ both 
thought the treatments the city had been 
paying for were successful. because I 
started back to school and didn’t even pro- 
test when I had to be in classes with men 
teachers and sit beside boys. I only went 
every six weeks or so to Dr. Clemens now, 
just to tell her things that went on in 
sthool, and the new friends I had. 

And to all outward appearances, I guess 
I was about as normal as anybody. Mama 
had gotten free of Clyde Bemis, Aunt 
Maud died, and when Uncle Joe got a 
housekeeper, Elsie went back to Columbus 
and my life was as routine as anyone’s. 
Except for an occasional nightmare that 
woke me up crying. Sweat would be run- 
ning from my forehead into my pillow and 
I'd be so shaky and nauseous it was all I 
could do to get to the bathroom to be 
sick. I never mentioned those dreams to 
Mama or Dr. Clemens, mostly because I 
could never actually remember them once 
I was awake, but the next day I would keep 
to myself at school. I'd be careful not to 
get near any boys in line, or the halls. I'd 
even avoid Tom Gruin those days, and yet 
I had about as bad a crush on him as 
anybody possibly could! 

He was a senior my junior year. We 
had the same study hall fourth period. He 
was a swell guy and all the boys liked him 


too, maybe because he didn’t act cute 
around girls. He’d rush off every day soon 
as the bell rang, to his part time job at 
the filling station. One Friday, just a week 
before my sixteenth birthday, he was wait- 
ing for me in the hall and gave me a 
note, “I’ve got to run, give me my answer 
Monday,” he said, and although his face 
was smiling he was flushed and he acted so 
embarrassed. When I looked at.him I went 
all fluttery inside and I couldn’t wait to 
read it. 

“Will you go to the Prom with me next 
Saturday? Tom” was all it said. but a 
ten-page letter couldn’t have thrilled me 
more, considering all the cute girls he 
could have asked instead. I wanted to run 
through the halls and show it to everybody, 
but I didn’t. I didn’t even mention it to 
Mama. Because I didn’t intend to go. 

Like I said, I sat with boys, ate in the 
cafeteria with Tom, talked and kidded with 
him a lot and I’d known him almost 
two years. But some funny, scary feeling 
came over me at the thought of being alone 
with him. A feeling I didn’t understand, 
but couldn’t get rid of. I must have let 
Dr. Clemens know how I felt the next 
morning at my regular appointment with 
her. I hadn’t intended to show her the 
note, but I did, maybe just to brag a little. 

“Good!” she smiled wisely. “From what 
you’ve told me about Tom, I know he’s a 
nice boy. You'll have fun.” 

I told her I wasn’t going. I found a half 
dozen excuses, ending up with the fact it 
was my birthday and Mama would expect 
me home. But she laughed away all my 
excuses, ending up with, “Of course you'll 
go. You’re a young lady, a very pretty 
young lady. And it’s time you had a beau, 
Margy!” 

She was so convincing that Mama and I 
went from her office to Korby’s to buy my 
first formal. 


THE NIGHT of the Prom, Tom’s father 

came along to play canasta with Mama, 
so we could all have birthday cake and 
cokes later. He was a widower, and the 
woodworking teacher at school, and he 
often came down to do little things for 
Mama around the house. 

“Wow!” Tom said when I came out of 
the hall in my new dress, “I'll have to 
hang on to you every minute tonight!” he 
said, and his eyes looked so bright and 
pleased with me I stayed up on some kind 
of a cloud all the way to the school gym- 
nasium. 

From the minute we got to the dance, I 
had so much fun I couldn’t believe this 
was really me. I had never danced before, 
but Tom pretended he didn’t believe me. 
“I don’t believe it! You’re kidding me. 
Margy, you're terrific!” he said, and I 
thought he was the nicest person in the 
world. Then it was intermission and we 
went out in the courtyard to cool off. 

And that’s when he kissed me, and sent 
me back to the hell I lived in on Elm 
Street. He ripped the cover from that part 
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“Even doctors can make mistakes, Mar- 
ey. Because of your age I was more con- 
cerned with the injuries to your body. You 
want me to help you, so let me get to the 

ly part of you that is still sick, please?” 
(nd something in her voice made me go 

ver and sit down again on the bed, so 
he could use the needle. But you can’t 
alk me out of running away! I thought, 
You can’t change the fact all men—and 
boys—are nasty. I don’t ever want to be 
ith one again! 
In a minute you'll feel like talking, 
\largy.” Dr. Clemens rubbed cotton over 
vein in my arm, “Say anything that 
ymes to your mind, but most of all I want 
ou to tell me about your stepfather. Try 
to remember everything from the first day 
saw Clyde Bemis.” 

I held my hands tight in my lap. Just 
the sound of the name made me tremble 
ind get sick all over. I looked at the door, 
thinking I would run for it, but I didn’t. 
\lmost immediately, I started to talk. I 
wanted to talk, and I didn’t stop. 

lt was almost morning when I finished. 
[hen she carefully explained to me the 
dd ways the human mind sometimes 
worked. “I guess it all boils down to those 
words of Vergil’s, ‘the wound unuttered 
lives deep within the breast,’” she said. 

He should have added, ‘and in the 
ind!’” 

When she finally tucked me in bed for 

night, we both knew I would never 
dream or fear or think of Clyde Bemis 
Saill. 

Now that it’s all out of your system, 
, you will forget it as the nightmare 
it was, as a part of your life that is over 

id done with, and will have no connection 

ill with your future.” 


Viargy 


She smoothed back my hair while she 
talked, and I thought she was the most 
vonderful friend a person could ever have, 
because she was opening a new life for 
me. “I’m sure you realize already, Margy, 
t is so wrong to label all men criminals 

ause of one man’s behavior. In your 

v life ahead, you will learn to know and 

cept real love and affection for the glori- 

thing it is—and from what Tom told 

last night about his feeling for ‘his 
irl,’ as he called you, I think you’ve got 
pretty good start along that road.” 

| woke up to the sound of voices in the 

vnstairs hall—Mama and Tom. 

. Thought Margy would like to hear 
me of my new records,” he was saying, 
nd maybe give me a dance lesson. I’m 

pretty punk _ 

! looked at the clock on the dresser. It 

is after twelve noon. Before Mama could 
ell him I was still asleep, I was out of 
that bed and half dressed— And my heart 
ind mind were as bright as the sun that 
poured in my window. Right now I can’t 
think of any day since, that Tom hasn’t 
managed to make me happy—and so glad 


THE END 


be alive! 


Sammy Davis’ Roughest Romance 


(Continued from Page 15) 


at something like this, but it cannot be 
destroyed by it.” When queried earlier 
as to whether she was serious about 
Sammy, she answered, “I wouldn’t date a 
man more than once if I didn’t take it 
seriously.” 

In the past Sammy’s name has been 
linked romantically with such well-known 
beauties as Kim Novak, Eartha Kitt, Chi- 
cago beauty Cordie King, singer Loray 
White, to whom he was married for a 
hectic 19 months, and Canadian dancer- 
comedienne Joan Stuart. Of the Novak 
affair, which gave gray hairs to several 
of the top Columbia Studio officials and 
which culminated in the Davis-White ex- 
periment in matrimony, Sammy says: 
“The only crime there was that because 
of small-minded people we could never be 
seen in public together.” 

Of the short-lived romance with Kim 
Novak-replica, Joan Stuart, Sammy broke 
the engagement because of “a lot of debts” 
and “commitments” which made it “im- 
possible” for him to undertake marriage. 
Later he admitted that her parents had 
objected to the planned undertaking on 
racial and religious grounds. Said Sammy: 
“I think any woman attracted to a per- 
former has to look deeper than grease paint 
and lights. She wanted a career. I wanted 
a housewife. A wife’s career has to be 
secondary to the husband’s.” 

Some of the problems in Sammy’s pre- 
vious romances have been solved in his 
present affair with actress May Britt. He 
has the full approval of both of Miss Britt’s 
parents. Reported Miss Britt: “He (her 
father) met Sammy for the first time and 
they got on so well together. They never 
stopped laughing.” Said her father: “If 
my daughter is happy, then I am happy, 
too. Mr. Davis seems to be a very fine 
man.” Then too, Miss Britt is prepared 
to give up her career if it is necessary. 

But the problems which Sammy must 
face because he plans to marry the blonde 
film star are far greater than the ones he 


has solved. This romance is the roughest 
he has had, and none have been smooth. 
Partly because of his business—where it is 
dependent on public approval—and partly 
because of his personality—he wants to be 
liked, and accepted—Sammy needs to feel 
that the public is on his side, that he has 
its approval. If he feels that he doesn’t 
have this approval, that he isn’t the nice, 
popular guy he wants to be, then he can- 
not continue as he is. This is especially 
true where his romances are concerned. 
During the affair with Kim Novak, when 
he felt the pressure of some of the officials 
at Columbia Studios, and the disapproval 
of a great many people, he quickly ended 
the affair by marrying singer Loray White. 

In his romance with Joan Stuart, he felt 
the disapproval of not only her parents 
(Joan’s mother called the impending mar- 
riage “terrible”) but many of his friends. 

Now he’s got the same thing to contend 
with again, only this time on a much larger 
In London, in Los Angeles, in 
Washington, people have shown their dis- 
approval of his coming marriage, not only 
by words and pressure, but, much worse 
for a person in Sammy’s business, by loud 
boos and jeers, by public demonstrations, 
by pickets. Sammy must decide whether 
he is willing to risk his present popularity 
for marriage, whether his love is strong 
enough to overcome the possible results of 
a marriage with the blonde star. In the 
past he has said: “If my career is so 
flimsy that my marriage to May might 
ruin it, then my career isn’t worth much. 


is it?” 


scale. 


If Sammy is really sincere in his love- 
and to all appearances he is—and if his 
fiancée is equally sincere, then this ro- 
mance might lead to marriage, a marriage 
that would work. But it depends on 
Sammy. He’s been severely tested, more so 
than in any other romance. But he’s still 
planning to marry. It’s all up to Sammy. 


THE END 





Going Steady—Its Rewards And Its Dangers 


(Continued from Page 40) 


simply not mature enough to make a suc- 
cess of their marriage. And, too, many feel 
a deep resentment toward the other party 
because they were forced to marry, give up 
freedom and often school, and take a low 
paying and often unsatisfying job. 
According to Dr. William Faulkner, 
pastor of the Park Manor Congregational 
Church in Chicago and for many years a 
counsellor to young people, going steady 
by younger teen-agers, those in junior and 
early high school, can be dangerous. He 
says, “Romance at an early age is influ- 
enced by fascination rather than selectiv- 


ity, and fascination is a passing thing. 
Under the spell of fascination, certain in- 
discretions can be committed which will 
be regretted later in life.” Dr. Faulkner 
feels that in the later teen years, after 17, 
going steady can be a wholesome thing. 
There are, however, some limitations—no 
one, he feels, should devote his whole time 
to one person. Each person should have 
the right to choose his mate, and to asso- 
ciate with other young people if he wishes. 
Going steady, Dr. Faulkner says, can be a 
“stabilizing influence, if both parties to the 
affair are responsible people.” 
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Too Much Temptation 


(Continued from Page 35) 


spinning old war yarns and, later, talking 
about Frank’s business. Frank drew me 
into their conversation as much as possible, 
although I had tried to break away to do 
the dishes. And somehow, I was fascinated 
by Larry’s deep, drawling voice, and the 
very fact that I was fascinated by it, plus 
his good looks and obvious self-confidence 
made me resent him all the more. 

Later that night I told myself that I was 
being foolish. There was no reason to be 
upset just because Frank had brought a 
house guest for the first time in our mar- 
riage. It was just that, with me out of the 
business and Frank working all the time. 
the breach between us seemed to be widen- 
ing, and now there was someone else, like 
an intruder, casting a shadow in the void. 

But the next few days passed easily 
enough. Having another person in the 
house created just enough extra housework 
to keep me pretty busy, and Frank and 
Larry were away until late at night, which 
didn’t leave much time for me to have to 
contend with that insolent stare of Larry’s. 

Still, there was a loneliness to my exist- 
ence, an emptiness that left me feeling as 
though I was an outsider in my own home. 
Being a little busier helped, but if only 
there were Frank or someone—and then 
the conviction really hit me. The idea had 
been nagging in the back of my mind for 
months, but now it seemed so clear, so 
really right. Frank and I had never really 
discussed having children, but a_ baby 
seemed now like the perfect answer. That 
would certainly keep me busy. all right, 
and it would mean having a real person— 
a part of Frank, even—with me all the 
time. It was so simple. Just have a baby. 

“A baby for us, Helen?” Frank laughed 
that night, “Why, what would we ever do 
with it?” 

“What does anybody do with a baby?” 
I answered, amazed that Frank should find 
the idea so funny. “You feed it and care 
for it and love it.” 

“But who’s got time for all that?” Frank 
said, still laughing. “Look, I work twelve. 
fifteen hours a day. What kind of old man 
would I make for a kid if it hardly ever 
saw me?” 

“I seem to remember the idea of us 
having children as one of the reasons you 
gave for making me quit work,” I argued. 

“Sure,” he replied, “and maybe we will 
have some one day. But right now, that’s 
the worst thing that could happen around 
here.” 

I was shattered. Frank thought the idea 
of us having a child now was utterly ri- 
diculous and he made it obvious. I yearned 
to tell him how I felt; to make him see 
that a child was what we needed to weld us 


together, to realize my need to have a bet- 
ter reason for being. But I could not find 
the words, so I lay in the darkness, alone 
with my hurt and my tears. 

The next morning Frank and Larry were 
the same old cronies, talking endlessly and 
gobbling up the bacon and eggs and coffee 
I had prepared for breakfast. I still felt 
resentment over the night before, but 
Frank seemed completely unaware of me. 
Larry was not unaware, however. His eyes 
followed me whenever Frank’s attention 
was elsewhere. Larry knew I was con- 
scious of his watching me, and his mouth 
seemed to be laughing silently. 

“How’s your apartment-hunting going, 
Larry,” I said finally, with a hard edge to 
my voice. 

“Well, now,” he said slowly, his face 
breaking into a real smile, “I’ve been so 
busy enjoying your generous hospitality 
that I just haven’t had time to look.” 

“Don’t you think you’d be more com- 
fortable in a place of your own,” I said, 
turning from the dishes in the sink to look 
directly at him. 

“T’m afraid I can’t make coffee like this,” 
he said pleasantly, taking a sip from his 
cup and ignoring my hostile tone. 

I glared at him for several moments— 
just long enough to see those eyes of his 
look at me from behind his upraised cup. 
They were laughing. 

Furiously I turned and snatched up a 
glass from the sink, only to have it slip 
from my soapy hands and crash upon the 
floor. I stared at the scattered pieces of 
jagged glass for a moment. then turned 
and ran from the kitchen. 

By the time I reached my bedroom, I 
was almost blind with anger. I was furious 
with myself most of all for becoming upset 
over something so trivial. I was acting 
ridiculously and I knew it, but it seemed 
that I couldn’t help myself. 

Frank arrived in the room moments 
later. “What’s eating you?” he wanted 
to know. 

“Nothing is eating me.” I said, trying 
frantically to get my runaway emotions 
under control. 

“Well.” he said. “you sounded almost 
nasty when you were talking to Larry in 
there, and then you start throwing dishes 
around and running out and—” 

“T didn’t throw anything,” I protested, 
cutting him off. “The glass slipped. Look, 
Frank I’m just a little nervous this morn- 
ing. I'll be all right in a minute. Leave 
me alone, please.” 

“Well, okay,” he grumbled, “but I think 
you owe Larry an apology.” 

“T’ll apologize later,” I said. “Just leave 
me alone for a minute.” 
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Frank stood looking at me momentarily, 
and then he left. 


Vi Y THOUGHTS were in a turmoil all 
the rest of the day. Somehow, I 
ouldn’t clearly focus on the problem. Why 
hould I be so tense? Why did I have such 
i: feeling of impending danger? Why was 
[ restless? Certainly it was more than 
just the fact that I had too many idle hours 
it home. And while I could find no sound 
easons for my feelings. the doubts and 
fears still persisted. 

[ stayed as busy as I could through the 
lay, and out of a guilty conscience I tried 
to prepare a dinner that Larry would like. 
He had already indicated his fondness for 
pork chops, french fried potatoes and 
green salad. I also had hot rolls with lots 
of butter and iced tea. There, I said to 
nyself silently as I sat the food on the 
able before Frank and Larry when they 
ame home, that ought to be apology 
nough. 

[t was a pleasant meal, surprisingly so. 
in fact, considering the way I had carried 
on that morning. Larry, of course, pre- 
nothing had happened, but I 
thought Frank seemed a little nervous. 
Perhaps he was afraid that I would make 
inother outburst. But things went so well 
that when Frank left the table to go over 
some reports and Larry volunteered to help 
1e with the dishes in the kitchen, I ac- 
epted the offer. 

[ soon found out that I had made a mis- 
ake, however. For from almost the first 
noment that we were alone in the kitchen 
together. I felt the tension come _ back. 
[he very air in the room seemed charged 
vith electricity, and I was at once fasci- 

ited and angered by this feeling. Worst 
»f all, Larry seemed to be fully aware of 
vhat I felt. His face was the usual mask 
»f half-smile, half-sneer, and his eyes. 
nake-like, watched my every movement. 
\t one point, as if testing to make sure 
were right, he reached for a dish be- 
e I could put it into the rack for him 

» dry. His hand covéred mine. and I drew 
ick quickly from the hot feel of his touch. 
Quickly our eyes met, and then the Truth 
unmistakable: I would never be safe 
vith this man; I could never trust this 
nan, or myself when I was with him. I 
knew that I hated him, and yet there was 
in animal magnetism that drew us to- 
gether. a feeling that seemed stronger than 
iny other I had ever known. And perhaps 
his is why I hated Larry Cross. 


tended 


#) 


[ knew from that evening on that every 
noment Larry was in my house, there was 
langer. The wisest thing, of course, would 
have been to force him to leave, then and 
there. But how could I? It would have 
been easy if he made some overt action, 
in out-right pass, an insulting remark, an 
ittempt to kiss me. But he was too smart 
for that. He was biding his time, stalking 
me like a huge, sleek panther. 

! tried frantically to find ways to tell 
Frank that Larry must go. But how could 
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I? Frank had already shown that he was 
over-sensitive to any possible rudeness to 
a man whom he considered to be his friend. 
And I could not go to him with any lie 
concerning Larry’s actions. How, then, 
could I explain to him that it was all in 
the way Larry looked at me? What woman 
could tell her husband that she feared the 
physical attraction of another man? And 
so I remained a captive of my own fears. 
a prisoner in my own house. And Frank 
remained blissfully ignorant of the dan- 
ger. I tried to warn him as best I could. 
Looking back now, I attempt to ease my 
conscience with that thought. Even if he 
had understood about the baby, it would 
have helped. but he did not. Nor did he 
respond to my later suggestion that we 
take a vacation. 

“We've never really had a decent vaca- 
tion, Frank,” I argued. “And now that 
Larry is here to help you with the busi- 
ness, and you say that he knows almost as 
much about it as you do, I don’t see why 
we can’t get away for a while.” 

But I didn’t say the other things that 
needed to be said. I didn’t tell him that 
1 was being drawn closer and closer to the 
brink. I didn’t tell him that our very mar- 
riage depended upon this vacation, upon 
our rediscovering each other. And so, as 
he had done before. Frank laughed the 
whole idea away. 

“Vacations are for people who work for 
somebody else,” he said. “A man in busi- 
ness for himself never gets a vacation.” 

And while Frank blindly turned his back 
to my need. Larry continued to stalk me. 
His eyes followed me everywhere. laugh- 
ing. daring. He would touch me, ever so 
slightly, at each opportunity. Never a di- 
rect touch. of course. but he had a way of 
brushing his arm against mine when we 
passed closely, or letting his fingers caress 
my hand when I passed him something at 
the dinner table. Whenever we talked. his 
talk bore a soft, almost whispered intimacy. 
I was aware of all of this, and Larry knew 
that I was aware. But Frank never seemed 
to notice. 

Perhaps that was the worst part of it. 
having Frank take so much for granted, so 
sure that another man would not be in- 
terested in me, or that I would not be in- 
terested in another man. He acted as if, in 
marrying me. he had actually bought my 
entire being—my thoughts. my hopes, my 
dreams. And he had placed me away on 
a shelf from which there was no question 
that I should ever move. 

As the days slipped by. I realized that 
I was still perhaps being overly dramatic. 
After all, I was never really alone with 
Larry, and that helped. Then, one day he 
and Frank came home and announced that 
Larry had found a place to live. 

“It looks like you’re losing your star 
boarder,” Larry said cheerfully. “I guess 
you were wondering if you were going to 
be able to get rid of me before winter came 
on.” 

My reaction to this was shocking. I 


felt a tremendous sense of relief in his 
leaving, and yet, somehow underneath, [| 
resented his going as much as I had re- 
sented his staying. Nevertheless, that night 
he packed his things and left. 


T WAS TWO WEEKS LATER when I 

saw Larry Cross again. It was in the 
middle of a blinding rainstorm that he 
arrived at the house. 

“Frank wanted me to meet him here,” 
he said, shaking off his soaking wet rain- 
coat. “We’ve got to go over a bunch of 
reports and stuff on the mechanical con- 
dition of some of the cars.” 

“He just called me,” I answered. “One 
of the cabs was in a smashup out on High- 
way 80. Some people were hurt. He said 
he was going out there. Maybe you'd bet- 
ter come back later.” 

“Go and come back again in this down- 
pour?” he said with an easy laugh. “No 
thank you, ma’am. You can get washed 
away out there.” He said it simply enough, 
with the usual touch of humor in his voice. 
Only his eyes transmitted the other mes- 
sage, the one that said: “So your husband 
is away and won’t be home for another 
hour.” 

Or was I the one with treachery in my 
heart? Were all the things I thought I 
saw in Larry’s eyes merely a reflection 
of my own inner thoughts? Had I been— 
could I be wrong? 

“Give me those wet things,” I told him, 
“and Ill make some coffee.” 

He followed me into the kitchen minutes 
later, and leaned against the doorway. We 
made small talk while I got the coffee to- 
gether. And while one part of me said I 
could have been wrong about Larry all 
these weeks, the rest of me felt the old 
electricity in the air, and it seemed as if 
we were each waiting for a moment that we 
knew had to come. 

It came twenty minutes later when we 
finished our coffee. I reached for Larry’s 
cup and his hand covered mine. I tried 
to pull it away, but he wouldn’t let it go. 
(nd then slowly he drew me toward him. 

“No. Larry, no.” I said hoarsely. 

But his only answer was, “Yes, yes.” 

And then his mouth was hot against 
mine. his fiery fingers burning into the 
flesh of my arms. I fought him. Every 
ounce of my mental being fought him. But 
the body did not fight. With all of the mo- 
mentum with which I resisted the thought 
of Larry for so many weeks, I now gave 
myself to him. It was as if only this sur- 
render to passion could wipe out the mag- 
netism, the animal attraction. It seemed 
as though giving myself to him was the 
ultimate punishment I must suffer to 
cleanse my soul. 


LATEX. I lay quietly facing the realiza- 
tion that I had given myself to Larry, 
not in love, but in hate, and that now that 
I had surrendered to him, I hated him even 
more. 

Surprisingly, Larry did not show the 
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callousness or flippant attitude that 1 would 
have suspected. For the first time now he 
did not seem to be laughing at me. 

“I didn’t know that it was going to be 
this way, Helen,” he was saying. “I thought, 
well, at first it was just that you were an 
attractive girl, and I knew that you were 
drawn to me. The fact that you were mar- 
ried to Frank didn’t matter one way or the 
other. But now it all seems a little dif- 
ferent.” 

“Nothing is different,” I told him. “I 
hate your guts. I always have. I always 
will.” 

“You’re a little liar,” he said, grabbing 
me furiously. “No woman hates a man and 
does what you’ve just done.” 

“Get out,” I told him coldly. 
my house.” 

He held me only a moment longer, then 
got his things and left. 

When the door slammed, I cried. I could 
cry at last. 

I don’t know how many minutes passed 
while I was near hysteria. I only know 
that through a haze I saw Frank’s face. 
Vaguely I heard the words: “What in the 
devil is wrong with Larry? I saw him 
getting into his car just as I drove up. 
but he started up the motor and took off 
like a bat out of hell. I know he saw me. 
He looked right at me. What’s going on? 
What are you crying about? What’s hap- 
pened here?” 

I don’t know what I said to Frank then. 
how much I told him, or what words I used. 
I was only conscious a long time afterwards 
that he knew. I was like a woman in a 
trance. I did not wonder what Frank’s 
reaction was. I didn’t know why he didn’t 
hit me, and I didn’t question it. I don’t 
think it would have mattered if he had. 
I didn’t know what he intended to do about 
Larry, either: if he were going to get a 
gun and go after him, or maybe beat him 
with his fists. I didn’t know if he were 
going to leave me in disgrace or what. It 
was as if I were no longer a part of the 
world around me. 

For five days and five nights, Frank and 
I did not speak to each other. I would stay 
awake most of the night, unable to sleep. 
About dawn I would doze off, and when 
I would awake an hour or so later, Frank 
would be gone. He didn’t eat breakfast or 
dinner at home. Yet, he came back to the 
house late every night. 

On the sixth night, I lay awake in the 
darkness as usual an hour after Frank had 
wordlessly climbed into bed. And then 
suddenly he turned and pulled me to him. 
He said nothing, and there was no gentle- 
ness in his touch, no tenderness in his 
caress. He did not take me out of desire 
or need, but out of revenge. I did not re- 
sist him. I did not cry out against the pain 
of his brutality. 


“Get out of 


HE NEXT MORNING. Frank was there 
for breakfast. 
‘T guess we can talk now, Helen.” he 


said. making his own coffee. “I’ve been 


going crazy trying to figure out what I was 
going to do. Larry has left town, I don’t 
know if you knew that or not. I never saw 
him again after—after that night. I thought 
I wanted to kill him, but killing him 
wouldn’t prove anything. I could leave you 
flat, I guess you realize that. But I guess 
maybe, in a way, I still love you. I don’t 
know how it’s going to be for us now. 
Things can’t be the same, ever again. But 
we're still married, and if you want to go 
on being married, we can give it a try.” 

I didn’t say anything. He didn’t seem 
to expect me to. He gulped down his 
coffee and left. “Ill be home for dinner,” 
he said over his shoulder as he went out 
the door. 

And so we tried. For two months we 
lived together in the house, making what 
conversation seemed necessary, straining 
at times to be polite. We couldn’t try to 
pretend that nothing had happened, but 
we did try to go on. And, as the weeks 
passed, it did seem a little easier. 

But then it came—the sudden, unex- 
pected, unbelievable awareness that I was 
pregnant. I was going to have a child—a 
child whose father I could not now identify. 

And so it had come to this—this long, 
silent ride to the train station. There was 
no other way. Frank had not been ready 
for a baby. and now he certainly would 
not want a child that was possibly not his 
own. It had been painful telling him. 

“T can’t really explain it to you, Frank,” 
I said after I told him about the baby. “I 
never intended or wanted what happened 
with Larry. I hated him, then and now. 
But I needed help, Frank, and you didn’t 
understand. I’m not sure that I really un- 
derstand it myself. But I’ve never really 
loved any man but you.” I hesitated for a 
moment. “That’s funny.” I went on, “the 
word love hasn’t been used in this house 
in a long time.” 

When I told him I was going home to 
have my baby, he made no effort to stop 
me, although he seemed more confused 
even than I. Perhaps, he is still confused. 
He does not despise me, and he seems con- 
cerned for what happens to me. He does 
not speak of the baby when he writes. 

Sometimes I like to think that this is 
not the end for Frank and me. I wonder. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 37) 
the theater. But I’m not pessimistic. 

I don’t plan to go back to A Raisin’ In 
The Sun when the stage version hits the 
road again for a five-month period begin- 
ning in September. I have appeared in 
this prize-winning Broadway play for 16 
months. That’s long enough to be away 
from my three children. 

Funny thing but when I got married, 
I wanted four children. Now that we have 
three fine kids, my goal is almost reached. 
But I don’t think we want any more. For 
we both want to continue work in the 
theatre. 
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Love Came Too Late 


(Continued from Page 21) 


Somehow I’d known he would be back, 
ind he was. His name was Rock Peters. 
He was seventeen, a town boy, and he 
lived with an aunt who taught school. 
One day Rock and I drove into the next 
county and were married, two crazy kids in 
Mom cried a little when we told her 
but she didn’t make any fuss. Maybe she 
realized how those lonely years in the 
orphanage had sent me, eager for close- 
ness and love, into Rock’s arms. We all 
lived together in the three rented furnished 
rooms, Mom sleeping on a cot we moved 
into the kitchen so Rock and I would have 
the bedroom, not even letting me feel guilty 
about that because she kept insisting it 
was the warmest and coziest place she 
had ever slept in. 

Mom and Rock got along swimmingly. 
[ was to forgive Rock many things remem- 
bering how good he had always been to 
my little Mom. Like taking her to a movie 
on a Saturday night when I had to work, 
hugging her with one arm while he hugged 
me with the other, always including her 
in those grandiose plans he made. 

Rock wanted to be a boxer. Oh, not 
just any guy fighting in the ring, but the 
top guy someday. Welterweight champ. 
He hung out at Haley’s gym. His aunt 
had never approved but now Rock was 
with me and Mom and everything he did 
seemed wonderful to us both. He took me 
down to Haley’s to watch what he called 
“prelims.” The yelling and shouting con- 
fused me but I did my best to become 
excited as Rock was at the knock-out, 
downing the gagging in my throat when I 
saw the blood and heard those blows. 
\fterwards, Rock took me over to see Mr. 
Haley. “Tell her I'll be champ someday!” 

“Sure, kid, sure:’ Mr. Haley yelled 
something across the ring, then turned to 
stare at Rock. “Ain’t seen you around too 
much working at it, kid.” 

“I’m married,” Rock stammered. “Got 
me a job.” 

“You wanna be champ, kid, you got to 

ork at that.” 

And the following day Rock explained 
earnestly to Mom and me, “I had to give 
up that job, I'll get something else—give 
me more free time.” 

[ kept my job at the drive-in and Mom 
had hers. Rock got various jobs but none 
of them lasted. He’d work a couple of 
weeks and quit. “Look, Ruby,” he told 
me, those smudged black eyes all alight 
and eager, “I got to have time for training. 
Come I’m good enough to hustle a fight, 
[ get paid off from the purse. I'll make 
it up to you someday, baby.” 

We had our first argument the night 
Rock got his first chance in the ring at 


love. 
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Haley’s. “So it was my first try,” Rock 
said to me. I cried as I looked at him and 
I cried, shivering with the memory of each 
blow that had seemed to land on my body 
as well as his. I looked at Rock’s battered 
mouth and cried some more. “He got me 
on the footwork,” Rock said. “A real pro 
—that guy. Next time... .” He could sit 
there talking about “next time!” 

“Look,” he protested, “what are you 
beefing about, hon? I’m the one took it.” 

“Give it up!” I said hysterically. I’d 
known for a couple of weeks that I was 
pregnant. I was saving it up to tell Rock 
after he’d won his first fight. But he’d lost 
and now I blurted it out as a reason for 
his giving up fighting. 

“Saddle us with a kid!” Rock almost 
shouted. “Hon, we shouldda been more 
careful. This ain’t the time... .” I wept 
back that he was a fine one to talk about 
being careful. Both of us were upset and 
we let go at each other. It ended, though, 
with us in each other’s arms and me kiss- 
ing Rock’s sore mouth and Rock saying 
he was sorry, and sure, a kid would be 
wonderful. “Be swell,” he said. “Sort of 
puts a kink in a guy’s plans though.” 

We made out, somehow. I had to give 
up my job but they needed a girl in the 
Bake Shop where Mom worked to wait 
on customers afternoons in the rush hours 
and I wore a loose white smock for that. 
Rock had some luck, too. When the depot 
boss found out about Rock wanting to box, 
it turned out he was a fight fan and he 
arranged for Rock’s job to be part time 
so Rock could go on with his training. 
Then Rock got a second fight and this 
time Haley matched him more evenly in 
his class and Rock won. It was a forty 
dollar purse but only twenty of it got in 
our kitty for the baby because in his ela- 
tion Rock had stood drinks to a small gang 
of rooters. 

Mom’s hacking cough continued and got 
worse. In February we were flooded with 
rains and Mom came home one night 
drenched to the skin. I made her take off 
her wet clothes and got her into the kit- 
chen cot. By the time Rock came in she 
was muttering with fever but when Rock 
said he’d go out and get a doctor she 
heard that and insisted she didn’t need one. 
Rock made me go off to bed, got himself 
a blanket and a chair from the living room 
and said he’d sit with Mom. 

It was maybe about two in the morning 
when I woke out of a fitful sleep to find 
the bed under me all wet. I realized my 
water had broken as it sometimes does 
before a baby is born. Scared, I wrapped 
an old robe about me and crept into the 
kitchen to my Mom, forgetting for the 


moment she was sick, just needing her 


Rock was sitting in the chair and hy 
had Mom in his arms, all wrapped in; 
blanket, and he was holding her. She wa; 
so frail and light, she was like a child jy 
his arms except for the wisps of gray hair ( 
against his shoulders and the awful raspy 
sounds she made. Rock’s smudged black 
eyes were scared as they met mine. “Yo 
call the doctor, Ruby,” he said. 

It was almost an hour before the docto; 
arrived. His car had stalled in the raiy 
that was beating down. He took one look / 
at Mom and called for an ambulance ani 
then he took a look at me. My first pains | 
were coming. Mom, Rock and I went of 
in the ambulance together. It was a dy 
birth and after hours of such pain as ['f 
never had before, they had to take m 
baby with forceps. When I came out y 
the anesthesia, Rock was there, his eyes | 
sinking down into holes in his face. When 
I was able to be told, it was Rock who | 
told be that my Mom had died while m 
baby was being born. 

That’s how Debbie was born—a chill 
of sorrow. Mom had never seen her q 





that made me cry more than ever. Maybe 
Debbie should never have been born, not 
to a couple of kids like me and Rock. If 
I hadn’t been taken up with my pregnancy, 
I would have noticed much sooner about 
that cough of Mom’s and made her giv 
up the bakery job instead of letting he 
work for us all until she dropped in her 
tracks. But it wasn’t then that I accused 
Rock: “If you’d gotten a decent job and! 
taken care of me and the baby so Mom 
didn’t have to, she wouldn’t have died!’ ) 
Rock had loved Mom and Mom had loved 
him. He’d cried like a baby and I'd ha 
to comfort him as well as myself. But ther 
stewed inside me, those words. | 





When I got on my feet after having 
Debbie, I went back to work at the Bake 
Shop. They were nice about letting m | 
bring Debbie, putting her to sleep in: 
basket in a storage closet while I waited 
on customers. As long as Debbie was stil 
a baby sleeping most of the time this woul 
work out. We needed my salary for jus | 
plain living. Rock lost his part-time job 
at the depot when the boss was transferred 
to another section and the new mat 
wouldn’t hire him part-time. Rock woul | 
pick up a few dollars at Haley’s rubbing 
down fighters or acting as sparring partner 
and now and then getting a fight of his own 

When Debbie was around four month | 
old, though, she got a bout of the colic 
She wailed and cried most of the time an | 
that was the end of my job. That was whet | 
Rock got himself a job at a car repail| 
shop and for a while we had a steady 
salary coming in. But it didn’t last be 
cause Haley started putting Rock on pret) | 
steadily in the Thursday night bouts as! 
then Rock had a fight lined up for a Satur” 
day night which meant Haley was begit — 
ning to look on him as a steady, depent 
able boxer. So it was all up with th 
repair job, ; 
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“When I’m champ!” I started loathing 
those words, resenting them. I didn’t 
know much about the boxing line but I 
had a feeling Rock was kidding himself. 
What kind of a future would it be for 
Debbie to have her Dad a boxer at Haley’s 
gym, growing cauliflower ears in time. 

“You'll never be champ and you know 
it!” I started to cry and then I stormed 
at him. “Why don’t you grow up, Rock! 
Why can’t you be like other men with a 
decent job. Mr. Thomas wants you back 
in the repair shop. He says you have a 
knack for it. We could have a nice home 
and live like other people.” 

“Nag, nag. Quit nagging at me, hon. 
You want dough—so look!” He’d toss 
what remained of his part of the purse 
at me. “Fifty measly bucks a week at some 
job. That sound good to you? Not me!” 

“Sure,” I flared. “Not the champ!” 

“So what do you want from me?” 

“A husband. Not scared all the time 
they'll carry you out of the ring in a 
basket. Just look at you!” I’d scream at 
him. 

Rock would just grin. “You didn’t see 
the other guy, kid.” 

Maybe I had nagged too much at Rock, 
too young myself to know when you loved 
a guy you had to take him as he was and 
the good with the bad. Rock would listen 
to me patiently. He’d say, “Sure, kid, sure. 
Now you’ve got that off your chest, how 
about a little loving, eh?” 

He lost his temper once, though, and 
hauled off and hit me. I was waiting for 
him to come home, fuming because the 
landlord had showed up and threatened 
to evict us with two months’ rent owing. 
“Rock.” I shot at him the moment the door 
opened. not even seeing Pug Dawson and 
Bert Whaley behind him. “I kept telling 
you to pay the rent and you promised and 
ee 

Rock pretended he didn’t hear me. 
“Baby.” he said loudly over my angry 
voice, “you got a couple of bucks hanging 
around? Pug here needs a loan.” As I 
just sputtered, he grinned and walked over 
to the little sugar bow] where we kept what 
we needed for running expenses. 

I couldn’t keep the words back. “Rock, 
don’t you take that! I’ve got to pay the 
milkman or he won’t leave anymore and 
Debbie. . . .” 

“Look.” Rock tried to argue with me 
when Pug and Bert shuffled off. the con- 
tents of the sugar bowl in Pug’s pocket. 
“when a pal needs a loan... .” 

“Take the milk right out of Debbie’s 
mouth for a handout! Pal!” I said hys- 
terically. “Pals like that you can keep. 
Rock. A broken down old has-been—and 
some day you'll be like that.” 

“Shut up.” Rock said. 

But I wouldn’t. “Kidding yourself . . . 
Champ Rock Peters!” I taunted him. 
Does Haley ever match you up with a 
real good fighter? You get the run-of-the- 
mill stuff. Punching-bag Rock.” 

He had my arms in a hard grip. his black 


eyes cold with a fury 'd never seen in them 
against me before. “Shut up that talk!” 

“T won’t! A ring-bum is all you'll ever 
be! Me and Debbie. . . .” I shouted at 
him. “You'll let us starve and die like— 
like Mom.” I went on. “You wouldn’t 
get a decent job and she had to work for us 
and she died. Champ! Champ sucker!” 

Rock hit me then, hard. As I stumbled 
away from him, my hand going to my 
face, he stared at me. “So now I know 
where I stand with you!” 

The following night, although we hadn’t 
spoken all day, Rock seemed completely 
to have forgotten that. He had an arm 
around me before I could move and he 
was trying to grin through a badly cut lip. 
There were blue bruises high up on his 
forehead. “Matched me up with Sandy 
Gorham!” he exulted. “I took him, baby!” 

Behind Rock a whole gang surged in. 
Pug, Bert and the rest. This time Haley 
had matched Rock up with a real fighter. 
Sandy Gorham’s scheduled opponent had 
backed out at the last moment and Haley 
had put Rock in. It was the biggest vic- 


tory so far in Rock’s career and unex- 
pected. Rock was a welterweight and 


Sandy had outweighed him by ten pounds. 
Sandy was one of the star attractions 
Haley put on every now and then and Rock 
had not only stood up to him for the ten 
rounds instead of his usual eight, but he 
had outboxed him. 

I couldn’t help exclaiming, “Your mouth. 
Rock!” 

Rock only shrugged. With his arm 
around me, he walked me to where a man 
stood. “Meet Foster Dreher, hon. A guy 
looking for a new fighter to manage... .” 

I hardly glanced at Foster then but 
later. when I slipped out into the kitchen 
to get away from the din and noise, Foster 
followed me. “Quite a celebration.” he 
remarked. In the front room I could hear 
Pug’s voice recounting every blow and the 
word “Champ.” “Good bit of work Rock 
did tonight.” Foster went on. His voice 
made me start guiltily and I flushed. The 
way he was looking at me, could he read 
my thoughts. that I was sorry Rock had 
won? Only the night before I’d taunted 
Rock about Haley never matching him 
with a name fighter. This was the end of 
any hopes I might have about Rock settling 
down to something else. I hated myself, 
but that was the way I felt and I couldn’t 
help it. 

“Next champ,” I made myself say light- 
ly. I looked at Foster Dreher. He was 
maybe ten years older than Rock. Instead 
of the usual sweat shirt and khaki pants 
Rock lived in, he wore a gray suit with 
a white shirt and tie. One thing I noticed 
right away were his eyes. Brown and sort 
of deadpan, set flat in his face and hardly 
any eyelashes. I forced myself to ask was 
he going to manage Rock. He hitched 
himself against the corner of the table and 
went on staring at me. 

“Good-looking kid,” he said finally. “He 


takes the eye and that’s box office attrac- 
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tion. Managed right, he might be a nice 
piece of change. The crowd was with him 
all the way.” As I moved a little back 
from the table, feeling uncomfortable 
without knowing why, his eyes held mine 
and I couldn’t blink them off. “Maybe I 
will, Mrs. Peters.” 

Just then Rock came into the kitchen. 
‘What’s with the ‘missis’ business? The 
name’s Ruby. You two talking things 
pes 

Foster took on the job of managing 
Rock. Right from the first I resented the 
high-handed way he took charge of our 
He arranged matches for Rock in 
towns and that meant I was left 
alone with Debbie since there wasn’t 
enough money to go along and I couldn’t 
drag a year-old child from place to place 
inyhow. It was Foster wko pinned the 
name “Pretty Boy Peters” to Rock. 

Rock had always kept in training, never 
taking a drink and keeping his body 
limber and in good shape, but Foster put 
him through a much more vigorous course 
that took me in. “Now look, hon,” Rock 

iid to me in embarrassment, getting all 
red about it, “you and me. . . we have 
to go easy on things. I got to keep in shape 
all the way. . . .” Like Rock’s sleep, or, 
the number of miles he sprinted every day, 
our love was to be rationed! Always Rock 
ind I had enjoyed a happy sexual relation- 
ship, unabashedly loving each other. Now, 
i1ccording to Foster, we had to go easy 
n that. And it made me sputtering mad 

think of Rock and Foster talking this 
wer. I felt a sense of outrage which Rock 
couldn’t understand. Everything Foster 
lid was just the most by Rock! 

That evening I had just put Debbie to 
bed and I was in the front room listlessly 
turning over the pages of a magazine when 
Foster showed up. Rock was in a special 
training camp for a couple of weeks get- 
ting in shape for a big fight. I hadn’t ex- 
pected anybody. I was wearing a cotton 
wrapper over my shortie nightgown and 
I'd slipped my feet out of my mules be- 

1use it was a hot evening. When I saw 
it was Foster, I hurriedly got back into 
the mules and drew the wrapper up around 
my throat, looking at the door and expect- 
ing Rock to follow in along behind, but 
Foster said Rock was still up at the camp. 

“Thought you might be lonely, beau- 
ful.” 

\lthough he had been around for weeks. 
this was actually the first time I was alone 


live S. 
other 


with him. I felt uncomfortable and mur- 
mured something about “getting him a 
beer.” I was just fishing in the kitchen 


drawer for the opener when Foster came 
ip behind me and deliberately reached 
iround me, putting a hand on each of my 
breasts and drawing me back against him. 
He had taken off his coat and I felt the 
heat of his body against mine. “Cut that 
ut!” IL said, too surprised for a moment 
move. When I tried to squirm 
way from him, he was surprisingly strong 
id his hands tightened on my breasts so 
t | could have cried out with the pain 


fo even 


nat 


except I was suddenly so mad. His mouth 
started to nibble on the back of my neck. 
He had my arms pinned down to my sides 
and although I tried to kick at him all I 
did was lose the mules. 

“ .. all the loving you’ve been miss- 
ing .. .” he murmured at me in a thick. 
horrible sort of voice. holding me back 
against him so I could hardly breathe. 

I bent my head. Then I jerked it up 
so sharply I could hear his teeth click and 
at the same time I jerked one elbow back 
hard in his ribs. Then I had the table 
between us. I saw blood on his mouth 
where his teeth must have cut into it from 
the way I’d thrown his head back. “What's 
the big idea!” I demanded. “You come 
near me again and I'll... .” 

“You'll what!” Foster gave a push to 
the table with me behind it until I was 
backed up against the sink. The pan in 
which I had heated Debbie’s milk was on 
the drainboard. I grabbed for it and swung 
it and Foster let go of the table and moved 
back. My movement swung my wrapper 
open and I saw his eyes fasten and go up 
and down my body in my thin nightie. “A 
little Flossie like you playing hard to get!” 
he sneered. 

“You wait until I tell Rock about this!” 
I shrilled. 

“Pretty Boy? I got him wrapped up. 
baby. He does what I say, goes where I 
want. You ought to be wise to that by 
now. I got him eating out of my hand.” 

“Because you're going to make him 
champ,” I said furiously. “And... .” 

Foster threw back his head and laughed 
and it was a mean, nasty sort of laugh. 
“Him?” As I stared at him, he took a 
handkerchief out of his hip pocket and 
wiped at the blood on his lip. “Sure, | 
got plans for Pretty Boy. He’s good for 
maybe five, six years and one of these 
days I'll make real dough on him.” 

“Plans?” I stammered. “You keep tell- 
ing him he’ll be champ... .” 

Foster’s eyes had become hard. flat. and 
deadpan again. “So I'll put you straight. 
The kid’s got a good knock-out right punch 
and the fans like him. I got angles. So 
long as the kid figures he’s heading for 
the top spot, he’ll do like I say. I've got 
Pretty Boy right here in the palm of my 
hand,” he went on nastily. coldly. “So 
you got any ideas spilling what I’m telling 
you, can them. You can put that pot down 
now, sister,” he went on brutally. “I like 
cooperation from my dames. And get this 
—Pretty Boy is traveling alone from now 
on. I’m not cutting you in.” 

I was as outraged for Rock’s blind faith 
in Foster Dreher as I was for his attack 
on my body. I stewed the remaining days 
until Rock got back. Oh, I was going to 
tell Rock all right—about what Foster 
tried and about the things he'd said, 
hinted. I kept going over it all in my mind 
so vehemently that I just spilled it out the 
moment Rock entered the house. Foster 
came along behind him and that was fine 
with me. I was going to tell Rock the 
truth right in Foster’s face. Rock picked 


me up and whirled me around and over 
his shoulder I saw Foster grimace and 
lean against a table watching. 

“Heading east, baby,” Rock exulted at 
me, his eyes shining. “We’re gonna work 
our way to Madison Square! When | 
make the Garden... .” 

“You won't!” Hysteria was in my voice 
and | was crying and clinging to Rock’s 
neck. “He’s kidding you about the champ 
stuff, Rock. You should have heard him 
laugh. He came back here and _ told 
me. ‘6 

“You're slap-happy! Me, I got the best 
manager in the business. One of these 
I ease 

I beat with my fists against Rock’s chest. 
“It isn’t true, Rock. I don’t care what he 
feeds you, it’s a lie. Please listen to me. 
Rock . . . he came here one night and .. .” 
Rock’s eyes just looked bewildered as | 
stammered it out, “. . . I hit him, Rock 

. that’s the kind he is . . . that’s your 
wonderful guy for you. .. .” 

“But—why?” Rock stammered. 

“IT guess he figured I was something for 
free that goes along with you,” I said 
hysterically. “He said he had you right 
where he wanted you. ...” Then I felt 
Rock’s muscles tighten and I clung to his 
arm. “Don’t hit him or anything. Rock. 
Just tell him you’re through.” 

Rock pushed me away with one arm 
to stare at Foster. “You try that?” 

Foster didn’t move. “So that’s her 
game.” he said softly, looking right into 
Rock’s tense face. “Kid, don’t you know 
by now she’s not with you? Leave it to 
a dame to think this one out.” He looked 
past Rock and at me. “It was a good try.” 
he said almost sadly. “You really don’t 
go for the fight business do you. Ruby. 
You cooked up a fast story.” 

“Why. you—” I almost spit. 

Foster straightened a little. “You're 2 
cute kid, Ruby.” he said deliberately yet 
still softly. “Nice lines and all that. But 
me. I got plenty of dames any place I 
want them. The champ here is nuts about 
you and he knows I wouldn’t pull anything 
like that. I guess he’s got it figured out. 
eh. champ? The little lady really wants 
you to give up the fight business. You 
want to deal me out, boy?” 

I didn’t have a chance. Not with Rock 
remembering how I'd always wanted him 
to quit boxing and settle down to a job. 
The way Foster put it, it all sounded so 
plausible. “That was a rotten thing to 
do.” Rock told me coldly. 

Foster sure sold him on the “he travels 
fastest who travels alone” line. They were 
heading east. “I'll send you dough when 
I make it,” Rock told me. Then, for a 
moment, his cold attitude broke down and 
his eyes were just boyish and pleading at 
me. “I got to be champ, Ruby. All my 
life I wanted ... I'll send for you and 
the kid... .” 

I knew by then that I was pregnant 
again but I didn’t tell Rock. What would 
have been the use? I remembered how 
he had acted when Debbie was coming 
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and me having another baby wouldn’t put 
a stop to this glittering idea of his and I 
had my pride, too. A couple of times 
Rock sent me some money and once he 
sent me a copy of a newspaper from some 
town in Pennsylvania I’d never heard of 
with a picture and under it Pretty Boy 
Kayo’s. The way he kept moving about, 
I never had an address for Rock. Then 
the letters and money stopped coming. 
When I had Paul in the City Hospital I 
hadn’t heard from Rock in months and I 
felt I never would again. It was in the 
City Hospital that I met up with Laura. 

I was crying softly that day. Visiting 
hours were just about over and every girl 
in the maternity ward had company but 
me. I didn’t know how I would manage 
now. I'd heard about a nursery school run 
by the city for working mothers and I'd 
put Debbie there while I went back to the 
bakery job. But with a new baby on my 
hands, I just couldn’t figure out what to do. 

“Hey,” a soft voice spoke to me. “It 
can’t be as tough as all that.” I rolled 
over and looked into a pair of sympathetic 
brown eyes. Her name was Laura Whaley. 
I’d noticed her before and once when the 
nurse had brought Paul to me, she’d come 
over to see him. Her own baby had died 
a few hours after he was born and when 
we got to talking she told me the doctors 
had said she would never carry another 
baby. Her husband’s name was Frank and 
they lived in a small house in South Wil- 
ton, a suburb. I was so blue and lone- 
some, I didn’t need much encouragement 
to tell her my whole story. She was crazy 
about Paul and always came over when 
the nurse brought him to me. But I didn’t 
think too much about that until, when 
both of us were ready to leave the hospital, 
she came out with that almost miraculous 
offer. Frank was an insurance man, travel- 
ing a lot, and she was alone. She wanted 
me and the children to stay with her. I 
could get a job and pay her board and 
she would look after Debbie and Paul. 

It was just the most wonderful piece 
of luck for me. I stayed with the Whaleys 
for nearly three years. I got a job as 
waitress at the Red Lion. Laura would 
hardly take any money from me and I was 
able to start saving, which was smart be- 
cause when Paul was nearly two I hemor- 
rhaged and the doctor I saw at the Medi- 
cal Clinic said I'd have to 
operation for a tumor in my womb. They 
had never told me at the clinic the tumor 
had been malignant, just to keep coming 
in for check-ups which I did a few times 
and then I felt so well and strong again 
I didn’t bother. 

It was a blow when Laura told me about 
Frank being transferred to a new territory 
in the northwest. Laura helped me find 
these cheap rooms and she insisted on my 
taking their old car saying Frank was 
buying a new one. If she’d known what 
use I was making of the car... . 

On my own, with the Podanos nice about 
letting me work the late shift so that I 


have an 


could be with my children all day, I'd felt 
I was doing fine. I was a little too thin 
and I got awfully tired but I just thought 
that was natural, working most of the 
night, trying to be a good mother to my 
kids daytimes and not getting enough 
sleep. 

The nagging pains in my legs and then 
my thighs were just a nuisance at first. 
I figured I’d caught cold and then I 
thought—maybe varicose veins? It was 
when I was putting on a stocking one day 
and found that hard lump under one knee 
that I became scared. It didn’t hurt but 
it didn’t go away. Soaking my feet in hot 
water and wrapping my legs in a woolen 
blanket when I slept was no use. One day 
the pain came so sharp and sudden, I 
dropped a tray of glasses and almost 
fainted. They didn’t tell me right away 
how bad I was when I went back to the 
Medical Clinic. But I knew I could no 
longer rush around carrying trays and the 
Podanos had given me the dishwashing 
job. I had to stand for hours but it was 
in one place. The X-ray treatments I was 
given three times a week seemed to help 
and they gave me medicine to take for the 
pain, 

But now I knew the whole score. Pain 
seemed to be tearing down the walls of my 
whole body and it was ahead of me tor 
always and there would be no end to it 
until I died. . . . 

I knew what was around my corner. I 
had this all planned. The children were 
sleeping. They would never wake up and 
I would sleep with them and we would 
all be together with no more hurt or fear. 

My head felt light, my swollen hands 
something that no longer belonged to me 
as I stopped the car gently. I got out of 
the car and opened the garage door. I felt 
hot all over. Get back in the car .. . back 
the car into the garage . . . shut the garage 
door. No one, with the garage in back of 
the house, would hear the low sound of 
the motor running. ... Sometime to- 
morrow, maybe, that Miss Heath waiting 
for me to bring the children as I had 
promised, would come back out here. . . . 
My teeth chattered although a fever seemed 
to burn all through me... . “I have to 
do this!” I felt myself whispering into 
the night. We’d be safe forever. Debbie 
and Paul and me. 

Almost without thinking I shut off the 
motor before I closed the garage door with 
the car inside. It was dark and still inside 
the garage. I could hear the soft breath- 
ing of my children. I wanted to turn on 
the carlights to see them once more, but 
that would waken them so I couldn’t. 
Debbie’s black curls would be spread on 
the little pillow and I knew how confident- 
ly Paul’s sturdy body would be curled 
against her slimmer body. My children 
Oh God, my children, I thought! We 
would feel nothing, any of us. All I had 
to do was flick the motor on again, then 
erawl into the back seat and put my arms 
around them. 





“Mommy?” the small sleepy voice was 
a shock. I opened the front door, scram- 
bled into the back and closed it again. 
“Go bed now?” Debbie snuggled her head 
against my arm as I hunched on the cold 
floor near her. 

“Not yet,” I managed to whisper. “Go 
back to sleep, honey.” 

She wasn’t really awake and her small 
satisfied sigh was only a drift in the dark. 
Her body felt so warm as I nestled her 
against my shoulder. When I knew she 
was safely back asleep again, all I had to 
do was lean over the front seat and start 
the motor. 

Debbie’s fragrant breath drifted across 
my face as I bent to kiss her. Neither of 
them should ever have been born, I thought 
in anguish. Hurry, I thought, and get this 
over with now—now ... my knees seemed 
to buckle together under me as I hunched 
on them to reach over the front seat .. . 
— a 

And then, as my shaking finger just 
touched the button, a hand seemed to lay 
over mine. 

“No, Ruby, no!” 

My whole mind felt dazed. There 
couldn't be a voice speaking to me... 
but there was. “No, Ruby. Life is a gift 
from God ... a gift, Ruby!” 

I felt myself whispering, “Mom?” Was 
I dead already? What was here in this 
dark garage with me? 

“Once God gives a life it must never 
be taken away. When a child wants to be 
born in this world, only God knows why 

. . all life must be lived to the end. 
God’s end, Ruby.” 

“Mom!” I whispered once again. Every- 
thing whirled around me. 

No. Ruby, no. ... The 
louder and firmer. 

I had to reach that button... . 

“You can’t, Ruby!” 

Everything in me seemed one vast agony 
and pain ... my hand clung to the seat. 
Then, as I tried desperately to inch my 
knees along, a stab of pain tore through 
them so sharp that my head reeled .. . 
everything went far away and I felt myself 
sinking . . . sinking. . . . 

I heard a voice saying, “No. No.” and 
realized it was my voice. I opened my 
eyes. Everything still seemed to be dark 
but, when I turned my head, I saw the 
garage walls about me and realized I was 
down on the floor of the back seat and 
daylight had come. How long—what—? 

A childish giggle roused me. Debbie 
was sitting up, her curls matted, her face 
rosy with sleep, and Paul was huddled 
against her. Both of them were peering 
down at me curiously. “Mommy, you slept 
here all night!” Debbie announced. “That’s 
funny, Mommy!” 

All of us here in the back seat of the 
car! All of us living! What had stayed 
my hand? What hand had lain over mine 
last night . . . what voice had spoken to 
me? 

The children were looking at me ex- 
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voice grew 








oectantly, wondering what new game I 
was playing with them. I forced my stiff 
knees upwards and took them into my 
arms. Warm, wiggling bodies against 
mine, alive! My mind was clear and the 
terrible urging fever had left me. Debbie 

Paul! My children still held against me. 

“Paul hungwy, Mommy!” 

[he brimming tears spilling over were 
healing. Such familiar words and if I 
had pushed that button I would never 
have heard them again. “Into the house,” 
| heard myself saying. “Who’s going to 
cet there first?” 

Nothing had really changed, I thought. 

| poured warm milk into jugs and 
pooned cereal into bowls. Now it was 
day once more and this was the day I 
would have to take my children down to 
the Society offices. This was the day the 
doors of the City of Hope would open to 
receive me. But something inside me had 
changed. I knew life and I would part, 
but my children still belonged to life. I 
had given them to life when I had born 
them and now I must return them to life 

ain. I had been the medium through 
which life came and I had no right to take 
the gift back—not even my own bitter 
remnant of it. Life is a gift and only God 
who gives it can cancel it out. Somehow, 
1s my hand had been stayed during the 
night, strength would be given me . 
somehow. . oe. 

“Debbie.” I started to say, “as soon as 

su finish breakfast, I want you to help 
Paul get dressed because. .. .” The words 
hoked in my throat . “we're going 
) Visit = 

[he ringing of the front doorbell cut 

oss my voice. At this early hour, who 
ould . . . surely not Miss Heath when 
[ had told her... . 

[ll go, Mommy,” Debbie said, her little 
irl voice important and helpful. I heard 
her running steps down the short hall. 

en the door opening. I was standing. 
my fingers clutching a spoon, when her 

cht. childish voice shrilled down the 
hall. “Mommy. it’s my nice man! 
Mommy!” ; 
He came in behind my child. The spoon 
ttered from my fingers and the whole 
rth seemed to rock and shake under my 


\Miy nice man!” Debbie repeated. 
Rock!” my throat said. Black smudged 

.. black curls grayed all over . 
leep lines on either side of his mouth and 
er one eyebrow a white scar criss-crossed 

h tiny puckering lines . . . Rock! 
“I didn’t know if you’d want to see me,” 
“Been walking around 
And then as 


e was saying. 
nerve... .” 


tting up my 
eyes just clung to his face, he put 
Debbie to one side and came to me. 
Ruby!” he said. “God, Ruby, I... .” 


[ was in his arms. I couldn’t speak or 
tter a sound. I felt his breath across my 
“. . found you... let me come 
back, Ruby. Rock’s arms around 

> once more .. . Rock! 
My voice came then. 


face 


“It was Mom.” 


I heard myself saying strangely, almost 
wildly, “last night—it was Mom!” 

I know it was my Mom. There are some 
thing you just know deep down inside you. 
She was there in my terrible despair and 
her voice had said to me, “Life—your life 
and the life of your children—is a gift 
from God. All of us must live it down to 
the end until God changed it Himself 
for—” 

Lots of times I remember Irene’s voice, 
too, saying in answer to Marge, “Me, I 
always say you never know what’s just 
around the corner.” 

Just around my corner was Rock. Sup- 
pose Mom hadn’t stopped me and Rock 
had come into the house and down in the 
garage he had found me and the children! 
Life has some last moments of happiness 
for me and there are the other words I 
have learned. They go with this second 
part of my story. 


“Tve been hanging around a_ week,” 
Rock told me when we were both able to 
speak clearly. Debbie’s little girl eyes 
were shining as she looked at this man 
who was her daddy. Paul was a little more 
standoffish, and shy, clinging to my skirts 
and peering at Rock from around them. 
“This one,” Rock said, “I couldn’t figure 
out.” Rock had never known about Paul 
coming. “I had an idea you’d somehow 
gotten a divorce and some other man was 
taking care of you the way I never did 
and I wasn’t going to break that up. You, 
with two kids.” Rock’s mouth worked. 
“You left with two of them.” 

“He’s yours,” [ said. “I never told you, 
not that time, and then... .” 

It was when Rock talked to Debbie on 
the street that day that he had realized 
there was no other man. One of the things 
he had asked her about was her daddy 
and Debbie had piped up she didn’t have 
a daddy. Just a Mommy. 

“So I took a chance.” Rock said humbly. 
“Maybe you don’t want me back .. . but 
maybe you'll let me make it all up to you. 
Ruby.” 

I didn’t tell Rock how close he had come 
to never really finding any of us. Not then. 
Because there were other things I had to 
tell him and they were cruel and sad 
enough. There were things Rock had to 
tell me also. 

“T’ve got this little car business in shape, 
Ruby,” he said eagerly. “We can have 
that place of our own you always wanted 
with our own things.” 

All these years I had been alone and 
now Rock was with me again and [| 
couldn’t help the tears. The children went 
out to play finally, leaving us alone. He 
made me sit down in a chair and he knelt 
in front of me, putting his head, those dark 
curls with so much gray now, against my 
knees and his mouth to my swollen hands. 
“You wash dishes,” he stammered unhap- 
pily when I explained about them. “Dear 
God, Ruby... .” 

“T could work nights and have the chil- 
dren with me.” I explained simply because 


none of this mattered anymore. And then 
I had to say it. “Foster?” 

A slow burn lay in Rock’s voice. “You 
were right about him, Ruby. All the way.” 

They had set out together, Rock and 
Foster. Pretty Boy Peters with Foster 
building him up and arranging fights. The 
purse had gotten bigger and bigger with 
Foster picking just the sort of fights Rock 
could easily handle. Foster had kept back 
all the money they won, just giving Rock 
enough to send some back to me at first. 
It had been after that fight in the Penn- 
sylvania town from which the newspaper 
had come, that Foster had begun showing 
his hand. “Got me built up,” Rock said 
bitterly. “A real winner coming along. 
Guys laying bets on me to win and I kept 
winning. When he told me to throw that 
fight I couldn’t figure it out. Not until I 
knew he had laid his bets the other way 
and the bum I had to fight didn’t seem to 
have a chance so the odds were sure high. 
He was my manager and [| didn’t give him 
an argument, not until I knew about the 
bets, so I threw the fight... .” 

That was when everything had blown 
up in Rock’s face. Foster had laid it right 
down the line. Rock was a good fighter 
but never champ material. They were out 
to make money and Foster had it all 
figured out, the way he had once told me. 
“So we split up,” Rock said. “I wasn’t 
having any of that. I figured on going 
ahead on my own, finding me a new man- 
ager, but the Commission got wise to me 
throwing that fight. I always figured Fos. 
ter put the bee on me for quitting him. 
That was the end of Pretty Boy Peters in 
any ring.” 

Broke, disillusioned, and bitter. Rock 
had bummed his way across some states. 
“Wasn't coming back to you without a 
stake of some kind, Ruby. Not after that 
fight we had and you being so right and 
me... .” Oh Rock. I thought! My young 
husband and I, both of us with a silly sort 
of pride and the mean words I had flung 
at him rankling in his mind. 

“So I found this job in a service station 
and met up with a couple of guys in the 
cheap rooming house. You got to believe 
me,” Rock said, his eyes looking up clear 
and directly into mine. “Maybe I wasn’t 
much good, but I wasn’t a thief, Ruby. | 
had no part in that hold-up at the station.” 
The two men had held up the service sta- 
tion and because they had seemed to know 
him, Rock had been pulled in as an ac- 
complice and in spite of his protestations 
of innocence had spent six months in jail. 

When he’d been let out and this time 
had headed right back here for Wilton. 
I was long gone from our own place. By 
that time Paul had been born and I was 
with the Whaleys in South Wilton. Not 
knowing about Paul, Rock had_ never 
thought of going to the hospitals to trace 
me. He had stayed on in Wilton, looked 
up Mr. Thomas and gotten the car repait 
job back. “This time I worked at it,” Rock 
told me. taking my hands and _ putting 
them to his face and lips and his dark eyes 
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shining up at me now that the worse part 
of his story was over and I knew all about 
“TI guess somehow I kept thinking you’d 
come back to Wilton. Lots of evenings 
I'd just walk around looking, hoping.” 

For nearly three years Rock had been 
right here in Wilton and only a few miles 
had separated us and neither of us had 
known. “A couple of months ago when 
Mr. Thomas decided to retire,” Rock said 
proudly, “he let me buy out the business. 
And then one day I saw you, hon. Com- 
ing down the steps of the City Hall 
building. You got into a car and shot off 
before I could yell at you but I got the 
license number, so I knew where you were. 
And then,” Rock said humbly again, “I 
got to thinking, the way I'd run out on you 
and all, maybe you wouldn’t want me back 
and if you were doing all right, how come 
a guy like me should barge in. I couldn’t 
help talking to Debbie. I knew she was 
Debbie because she lived in this house. . . .” 

“She told me she’d met a nice man,” 
[ whispered and made myself smile at Rock 
through my streaming tears. “It gave me 
a scare, Rock. A little girl meeting a 
strange man and the lollipop and all... .” 

“Just a square,” Rock said bitterly 
again. “I always went about everything 
wrong, Ruby.” 

“Oh no, darling,” I told him. “Today 
you came at just the right time, because 
today I had to . . . Debbie and Paul and 
I were leaving and you would never have 
found us again and if you’d waited an- 
other day... .” 

“I’m going to take care of you and the 
kids like I always should have.” 

So that was when, with his arms holding 
me close, I had to tell him the whole truth. 
“I went to City Hall that day.” I heard 
my voice coming from a far place, “to see 
Miss Heath about the—the children. Be- 
cause. Rock. . . .” 

The look in his eyes when I was finally 
able to tell him, his desperate cry of pure 
agony, matched my own. “Not you, Ruby! 
Dear God—no!” The puckered scar on 
his forehead was no whiter than his 
stunned face. “We'll get the best doctor, 
Ruby. I'll sell the store and take you... 
you're not going to die! Not when I’ve 
found you again. Some other doctor. . . .” 

I am going to die. Rock knows that now 
and he is trying to face it as I have faced 
it all these months. The Medical Clinic 
here in Wilton has the best doctors and 
no matter how Rock frantically pleaded 
with them that he didn’t care what it 
would cost and he’d work his fingers to 
the bone to pay, they made him under- 
stand no doctor in the country could do 
any more for me than had been done when 
I'd gone to them as a charity patient. 

But I am not in the City of Hope and 
my children haven’t been taken aw ay from 
me. I am here in the home Rock got ready 
for me and which will be his home and 
theirs when I am gone. Rock and I fur- 
nished it together. practically from my 
bedside, with Rock bringing in ads to 
show me and pictures and samples of ma- 
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terial for drapes, and patiently going from 
store to store and coming home to describe 
chairs and tables to me so I could pick 
what I wanted. 

We’ve had happy months, Rock and I 
ind the children, who learned to love theit 
Daddy and accept him without question 
back into their lives. For weeks, buoyed 
up by the miracle of Rock and me being 
ogether and all our new happiness, I 
ilmost forgot the pain gnawing at me 

til one day when I was standing at the 
vindow watching Debbie and the little 

irl next door on the swing Rock had put 

p for them in the yard, my legs suddenly 
buckled under me and a surge of agony 
made me faint. From then on, pain and 
| were constant companions. Rock found 
Mrs. DeMartino to come and look after 

all. She is a small. spry, warm-hearted 

\iddle-aged woman. The children took to 
her right away and she loves them. I 

1ow she will take good care of them and 

my Rock when I am no longer here. 

Every morning Rock carries me in his 
ims from the bed to the living room 

ch. drawn up to the window so I can 
lie there and watch the children playing 
ind the changing clouds and the coming 
back to the world of the summer I will 
never see completely. On the table near 
me are flowers Rock always brings home. 
Crocuses right now in a pot because it is 
late March and they are coming up in all 
the gardens. 

“I suppose youll want your pad and 

neils.” Mrs. DeMartino smiled at me. 

\iy. Ruby, what a lot you have to write 
i wn.” 

Yes, I have a lot to write—this whole 

ory, Which is almost at an end. For my- 

lf. IT am not afraid of death. We have 
een companions so long and it is only 
death that will stop the pain and the 
redness. 

It is Rock death will leave bewildered 

id unreconciled. 

Why. Ruby. why?” he whispered tautly 

me. “When we have just found each 
ther. when [ want with my whole heart 
nd soul to spend the rest of my life mak- 

it up to you and now... .” His tears 
ere scalding hot on my hands. “T love 
so much 
And [ love you and always have and 
lways will,” I whispered back. “Rock, 
listen to the churchbells. It’s Easter Sun- 
lay morning, darling.” 

The bells were ringing clear and almost 
triumphantly through the quiet Sunday 
morning. mingling with the happy shouts 
if Debbie and the little girl from next door 
utside. 

My children were safe now for always. 
ill too young to make a tragedy out of 
ny going and they would have their Daddy 
to love. But Rock! So much wasted time 
in the past and now so little time left and 
we would have to part forever. 

Debbie’s excited voice brought me back 
from the far place where I had drifted. She 
came running into the room with the little 
girl from next door behind her. “Mommy, 


} 


Susan’s going to the church and she wants 
me to go. Mommy, her Mommy says it’s 
something called Easter and they got to 
go and can I go, too, Mommy. Can [?” 

I smiled at my little girl. “I don’t see 
why not, darling.” 

“Can I wear my real dress, 
Mommy? The one Daddy bought me?” 

“For such a special occasion, of course 
you can. Debbie.” 

Her dark eyes, Rock’s eyes, danced. She 
whirled about on her tiptoes, chanting, 
“I’m gonna take off this ole dress and put 
on my new one... my brand new beau- 
tiful dress. id 

Both of them raced out, Debbie still 
chanting. “Take off this old thing and put 
on my new dress. .. .” 

The Easter bells suddenly seemed to 
take on a new pealing sound. And then 
in some strange way. they seemed to be 
right in the room with me and all about 
me a sort of golden light swam that grew 
brighter and brighter until it filled all the 
world. And then, out of the golden light, 
my Mom’s voice sounded clear and firm. 

“Death is a new dress, Ruby. Do you 
know that now, my child?” 

A new dress. All my sick, hurting body 
was wearing the old familiar dress, rin»ed 
and worn by pain. But Death stood there 
holding out a nev shining dress for me 
to wear and soon I would put it on. An 
Easter dress of life rising out of death, 
new, radiant and beautiful. “Why,” I 
thought. my whole body straining up to- 
wards the golden light, feeling myself en- 
closed in it as in strong, tender and loving 
arms, “that’s what Easter means. 


new 


1 wanted to stretch out my arms, rush from 
my hurt, worn body . . . but my new dress 
wasn’t quite ready yet . . . “Not ready 
yet,” I thought dreamily. “First I have 
6: cee 

I blinked. The room had settled down 
about me once more when I opened my 
eyes but. through the window and from 
behind the white clouds, a speared shaft 
of morning sunlight lay across the little 
white lamp on the table near me. 

(nd I knew that Mom had been there 
in my need. as she had been when her voice 
had stayed my hand from touching the 
car button. Then she had said, “Life is a 
gift. Ruby!” Now, she had made me see 
what Death was—a window opening into 
a new space where she was. But never let 
go of the hand of love, because love can 
span all distances and worlds. My love 
would remain around Rock and my chil- 
dren, as my Mom’s had stayed with me. 
and [| knew I would he here, somehow. 
with them always until the day when they. 
too. would take off their worn life dresses 
at God’s will. . . 

I had the words for Rock now, all the 
words I have learned in this short time 
of my life. I lay waiting for him to come 
back. my heart following the sound of his 
footsteps as he left the bathroom and came 
down the steps, my love rushing to meet 
him in a fullness of joy, my mouth form- 
ing the words for him... . 

“Rock, you must understand, my darling 
... Death is only a dress we put on. A 
shining. beautiful, new dress. .. .” 


THE END 





Not Good Enough For Him 


(Continued from Page 25) 


“As God is my witness, I'll make this right 
for you, Peggy.” 

I'd won. I had what I wanted but all 
that long night David walked the floor. 
In the morning, we were like two strangers. 
Every word was an effort, and when the 
rain stopped David told me I'd better get 
ready to go home right away. “The longer 
we stay here,” he said, “the more chance 
there is of people talking.” 

“T don’t care, David.” 

“T do,” he said softly. 

I got my coat. We went to the Jeep. The 
sky was still grey as we headed down 
the drive. From the curve we could see 
the bridge. I stared straight ahead and 
lied to David. “I must have misunderstood 
the truck driver,” I whispered. 

David didn’t blame me. “It’s all right, 
Peggy,” he said. 

Just the way he spoke without looking 
at me, I knew David felt he carried all the 
guilt, but I guess the hardest part for him 


“T care for you.” 


was when we got home and Mom said, 
“Well, knowing Peggy was with you, we 
didn’t worry none.” 

David went white, staring past me while 
Cal went on to say he’d heard on the tele- 
phone how much David had done. “People 
around here are mighty proud of you. 
David.” 

“Yes,” David whispered. “I know.” 

Hurt? I knew the raw pain in his eyes. 
hut David never wanted me to share that 
pain. Waiting two weeks before he an- 
nounced he was going to marry me, he 
did everything he could to make it look 
natural, 

Of course, with everything happening 
so fast, Mom and Cal and everybody else 
was surprised. But like Cal said, pcople 
were proud of David. Even if some of them 
didn’t think I was the right girl for David, 
they were glad to have David staying on 
at the church. 

A committee got some new furniture 
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for us and repainted the whole house, 
but after the first excitement wore off I 
only had scraps of memory to touch. There 
was that instant when David had slipped 
his ring on my finger. In that moment, 
looking up, I held the real beginning, but 
it wasn’t reality until after the reception, 
after David and I slipped off for a week’s 
honeymoon. 

There, trying to make David know how 
much I loved him, I attempted to be every- 
thing, surrendering to the swift passion 
that made me want to hold his love. But 
even pretending couldn’t take away the 
strangeness. 

Begging David that last day, I whis- 
pered, “It’s going to be all right, isn’t it, 
David?” 

“Yes,” he promised. “We'll make it that 


way.” 
BR UT IT WASN’T that easy. Both of us 
couldn’t help worrying if I was going 
to be pregnant right away. but as it turned 
out I didn’t get pregnant until well after 
the first of that year. By that time I was 
praying for a baby because I felt I had 
failed David in every other way. Being 
used to farm work and plain ways we'd 
never fussed over meals at home, and I 
felt stiff and awkward trying to entertain 
and go out to dinners with David. Being 
so young, I felt the women’s group resented 
me, too, and I guess the only times I felt 
at ease were when I go out to the farm to 
visit with Mom and Cal. 

There, with the kids racing around, I 
could relax. Of course, Mom noticed I 
was on edge too. Several times, she 
scolded me: “You ought to be proud to 
have a man like David loving you.” 

Loving me? If that had only been true. 
But at least once I knew about the baby 
coming I could use that as an excuse. 
When Mom would start in on me, I'd tell 
her everything was all right. “I guess 
knowing I’m pregnant makes me a little 
scared, Mom.” 

Once when I told her that Mom said, 
“I can tell you something, Peggy. So long 
as you and David love each other, there’s 
no need to be scared.” 

Mom was right and all the time I was 
waiting I prayed to God the baby would 
draw David to me. I wanted us to have 
faith and trust. I wanted to feel I was 
some good to him and that was why I 
wouldn’t stop doing my usual work around 
the house and church. I didn’t want to be 
a burden to David and even when I got big 
I kept on driving myself. I never let on to 
David I had sick spells. I didn’t tell the 
doctor either because I didn’t want us to 
have any added expenses. 

All the time I felt I was punishing my- 
self by suffering, but I didn’t realize what 
a fool I was being until I was doing my 
washing one hot spring afternoon. With 
the heat I felt a little sick, and when I 
picked up the last basket of wet wash to 
80 outside I was too tired to really watch 


where I was going. On the bottom step I 
caught my heel and stumbled. Trying to 
keep the basket from spilling, I fell heavily. 

For a moment I was stunned. I almost 
passed out. When I tried to get up I was 
sick, but finally I got hold of myself again. 
Pulling myself up. I went ahead and hung 
the wash out but afterwards, in the house, 
I was sick again. 

David was out on a call and before he 
got back, I started feeling better. When he 
came in, I never let on anything was wrong. 
I just went on getting supper ready. All 
the time I had the crazy idea I was doing 
something good by not asking for help and 
at first, standing at the sink, peeling po- 
tatoes, I didn’t realize what those first stab- 
bing pains meant. 

For a moment, going limp, sagging 
against the drainboard, I managed to keep 
from crying out, but suddenly hit with a 
convulsive spasm I dropped the paring 
knife from my fingers. It clattered to the 
floor. I sobbed. “David.” I screamed. I 
went to my knees. Big rhythmic cramps 
tore at my body. “David,” I yelled. “Oh, 
God. David, help me. Please, please, help 
me.” 

David got to me. “Peggy,” he whispered. 
He caught my face in his hands, trying to 
get me to talk to him but I passed out. 

When I came to he had me on the bed. 
He leaned over me. rubbing my forehead 
with a wet cloth. “Hold on.” he begged. 
“Listen, Peggy. Pray. Try. Peggy. Ask 
God to help.” 

His voice blurred. Time was a torture. 
I pushed my hands up against my face, 
digging my fingers into my hair. Gulping 
for breath, I moaned like a hurt animal 
and when the doctor came I only knew the 
prick of a needle stinging my arm. 


V HEN I FINALLY came to I was at 

the Crosswall Community Hospital. 
David was by my bed. When I turned my 
cheek against the pillow. he closed his fin- 
gers over my hand. “David,” I whispered. 
“My baby... ?” 

He bent his head “Peggy, you lost—” 

His voice broke but I knew. The know- 
ing was emptiness, the twisted memory of 
hurt and I had lost my baby. The fall on 
the steps, the way I’d let myself run down, 
the worry all added to death and not life. 

I felt God was punishing me for what I’d 
done to David to marry me. I guess know- 
ing I’d failed in everything I got a little 
crazy. When I went back home, I didn’t 
want to see anybody. I wanted to hide. I 
felt old. The years growing up on the farm 
came back, and I began thinking I wasn’t 
the kind of girl who would ever make a 
good wife. 

Trying to get me to take an interest in 
life again, David kept telling me I had to 
stop running myself down. “You’re a pret- 
ty girl, Peggy,” he told me. “But you 
won’t be if you don’t believe in yourself.” 

“David,” I said. “I try.” 

For his sake I did try, but I couldn’t help 
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sing to “It'll be easier 
en. before either of them could say 
ne else | slipped out of the room. 


door closed, I washed 
Huddling 
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with the 
d crept quietly into bed. 


| the lamp off. T knew I was hiding. 
‘Ise could Ido? I wasn’t good enough 
id. | was only his wife because I'd 
d cheated. 
it was the way I was feeling when I 
| overhearing David and Mr. White. 
first, lying still, 'd only been con- 
f a low murmur, the two men talk- 
ftly. But suddenly, as their voices 
[ realized Mr. White was arguing 
David. I lifted on my elbow. 
i haven’t the right to waste the tal- 
Mr. White said. He 
telling David the college offered 
he advantages that Croswall lacked. 
\| be working with young people. The 
salary is a good deal more than you 
getting here but, most important, we 
you. On top of that the college will 
both you and your wife much you can- 


d gave you,” 


get here in a small town.” 


There was a moment of silence. I 
clenched my hands and held my breath. 
Finally, slowly. I heard David. 

“I’m sorry.” he said. “I know I'd like 
what you have to offer. but I can’t take it. 
T can’t leave Croswall.” 

“But why? Surely a man of your ability 
doesn’t intend—expect to spend his life 
here?” 

“T don’t know the whole answer.” David 
said. “But TI have to refuse.” 

For a little while they talked back and 
forth. David continued to refuse but Mr. 
White would not accept that as a final 
answer. In the end he said, “I'll be in the 
vicinity for another week. Before I go back 
east. I'd like to talk to you again.” 

“Tt won’t do any good.” David said. 

Any good? TI slept with that question 
crying in my heart. I knew David had 
refused for me. The knowing was a sick 
hurt. I’d be out of place in a college town. 
I was out of place in David’s life. He didn’t 
really want me. I wanted to say all that, 
but in those next few days I felt like a 
stranger. David was quiet and withdrawn. 
When we went out to see Mom on Friday, 
he didn’t joke with Cal or play with the 
kids. 

I knew he was waiting for the moment 
when Mr. White came back and that was 
why I made up my mind to get out of his 
life. We were no good for each other. and 
that night when we were getting ready to 
go to bed, I tried to get David to admit the 
truth. 

Wearing my blue cotton housecoat over 
my nighty. standing in front of the dresser, 
brushing my dark hair, I saw my face 
strained. I blinked to keep from crying 
and then quietly, as if it had nothing to 
do with what I’d heard Mr. White saying. 
I told David I wanted a divorce. 

“Peggy,” David whispered. “You don't 
know what you’re saying.” 

I swallowed, struggling to keep my voice 
steady. “I know,” I said. I stiffened. going 
tight inside when David put his hands on 
my shoulders and made me turn to face 
him. I lifted my face. Tears glittered. I 
saw him blurred but for once I felt I really 
knew what I was doing. 
David,” I whispered. “Right from the be- 
ginning it was wrong.” 


“It’s no good, 


“Peggy,” he said. “Stop it.” 

But I couldn’t stop. All the hurt and 
uncertainty welled up. I shivered but I 
got it out. “I don’t want to live my whole 
life feeling I’m no good. I want you to have 
your chance.” I caught my breath, biting 
my lip to keep from crying but I wouldn’t 
let David stop me. When he started to 
argue, I pulled away from him and backed 
against the dresser. “Why pretend?” I 
yelled. “I might as well tell you I heard 
what Mr. White offered you. This is our 
chance to get away from each other, David. 
I want you to leave me and take that job.” 

David walked to me. “No, Peggy,” he 
whispered. “You don’t want that.” 

For a moment, the touch of him brushing 
against me, I was crazy to crawl into his 


arms. But there was more than this mo- 
ment. There was the whole of our lives 
and that was why I pushed his hands away, 
trembling as I forced myself to say the 
things Mr. White had said. “David.” I 
begged. “Don’t make it any worse. Let me 
be what T want to be.” 

“No.” David said. 

His eyes held me and I took the last step 
to smash what I wanted most. I said, “I 
know you think you owe me something, 
David, but you don’t.” I paused. tears 
streaming down my cheeks but finally, 
steadily. I whispered, “The night of the 
storm I lied. Nobody told me the bridge 
was out. I made that up. I wanted to stay, 
I wanted to belong to you I planned the 
whole thing.” 

“Stop. Peggy” 

“No, David. I want you to go away and 
start over. I want to feel proud. Let me 
go. Please, David. please.” 

My voice broke. David lifted his arms. 
He cupped my face in his hands. His eves 
waited for me. “Peggy.” he whispered. 
“Listen. God made us to face the future. 
There’s no good in tearing the past to 
pieces. Every day, every hour and every 
minute there is a new beginning. What we 
did we did together. If you’re to blame, I 
am to blame. But when I say this you’ve 
got to have faith and courage to believe in 
yourself. Do you understand, Peggy?” 

I shook my head helplessly. “I can’t, 
David.” I whispered. “I can’t.” 

“Yes you can.” David said softly. “You're 
a person in God’s sight. You’re just as 
good as I am or Mr. White or anybody 
else. Remember, Peggy, God accepts vou 
at your own valuation, and don’t think I 
turned Mr. White down because of you. 
I didn’t. I turned him down because this 
is home for me. This is my town and my 
people are here I know I am needed. So 
are you. God has work for us. When we do 
that work we don’t have to be ashamed. We ~ 
will be doing what is best in us.” He 
paused. “Well. Peggy? Will you believe? 
Will you stop feeling sorry for yourself and 
give us this chance to earn love and be 
happy. If you’re not afraid, we can start 
from here.” 

“David.” I whispered. “Is that true?” 

“Yes.” He leaned down and kissed my 
forehead. “In God’s name, Peggy, | swear 
it is true.” 

And David was right. We did have our 
new beginning and it came because | faced ~ 
truth. I had felt sorry for myself. Even 
before David I had made my life small by 
thinking I wasn’t as good as other people. 
I'd gotten into trouble because I lacked the 
courage to believe David could like me just 
for myself. Afterwards I’d expected people 4 
to look down on me. Punishing myself was 
a way of selfishness. I'll always pay for) 
that in memory, in the child we lost but 
with faith I’m learning to know myself ~ 
proud in God’s eyes. 

I’m glad to be pregnant again and this — 
time, in the blessing of David’s love, I 
know we will find happiness and peace. 


THE END 
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